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THE PORTS DEDICATION 


Wo ate you, reader, reading my poems an hundted years 
hence 


| cannot send you one single ower ftom this wreath 
ofthe spring, one singe streak of gold from yonder clouds 

Open your doors and Look abroad 

From yout blossoming parden putherfraprant memories 
of the vanished flowers of an hundted years before, 

In the joy of your heart may you fel the Lining joy, 
that sang one spring morning sending ts plad voice across 
an hundted yeas 

Carder, 


LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS 


Rabindranath Tapore = Pronk 
(From the portratt by §, K, Hesh 
Rabindranath Tapore in 1877. Feng Abt 


Rabindranath Tagore and W, W. Pearson 
at Rivervde, Coma, =. I 


Rabindranath Tagore =. gy Ort 
(From a photopraph by K. Mivauchy, Tokyo 


PREFACE 


I am writing this brief preface, in the first place in order 
to thank Heimanti, Dinshaw, Amiyo, and Dhiren, my 
young enthusiastic companions, for the invaluable help 
they have given me in the delightful task of arranging this 
Birthday Book of the poet whom we love. 

Secondly, it may . necessaty to explain to Western 
readers that throughout the natural imagery used by 
Rabindranath Tagore, there runs an echo of some human 
mood of joy, or pain, or wistful longing; because in 
Eastern poetry man is intimately associated with nature. 

Thus such simple words of a song as ‘ The swan has 
taken its flight to the lake beyond the mountains’, ot ‘I 
have reached the brink of the shoreless sea’, have an inner 
meaning, which must be looked for, besides the literal 
meaning. There is also a deep religious significance 
attached to much that is written. In this, the first per- 
sonal pronoun constantly refers to the soul, while the 
second person refers to God. For instance, in Tagote’s 
translation of Kabit’s Poems we tead : 

‘From the beginning to the ending of time there ts love 
between thee and me: and how shall such love be ex- 
tinguished ? 

‘ As the river enters into the ocean, so my heart touches 
thee,’ 

The bordet-line between the human and the divine love 
is often difficult to trace, and both meanings are frequently 
included, For this reason J have avoided as far as possible 
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the use of a capital letter when a pronoun refers to the 
divine name. In this respect I have followed the example 
of the English Bible. 

One further point needs a slight notice. In Northern 
India the long drought is broken by the monsoon in June 
and July. The rain, therefore, has a gracious beauty of 
its own, and often brings to the mind tender, thoughtful 
imaginations of a sadness which is also sweet. 

Many of those who read this volume, or use it for 
collecting autographs from friends, will like to know that 
the poet’s own birthday, as far as can be reckoned in a 
Western calendar, comes about May 6 each year. At 
Santiniketan it is kept by the children with music, drama, 
and song. 

The one great wish present with us all, during the 
. months in which this book was being arranged, has been 
that it may be widely used to scatter a gleam of sunshine 
over the earth and to bring the East and the West nearer 


together in love. 
C. F. ANDREWS. 
SANTINIKETAN. 
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THE LIFE AND WRITINGS 
OF RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


(a) HIS LIFE 


A BRIEF account of Rabindranath Tagore’s life, together 
with a description of the most important of his writings, 
will help the reader who uses this volume to understand the 
references and to appreciate the poet, whose songs ate 
quoted in this Calendar. 

Rabindranath Tagore was born in Calcutta on May 6, 
1861. He was the grandson of Prince Dwarkanath Tagore, 
who was one of the most enlightened intellectual leaders of 
Bengal more than a century ago. The eldest son of the 
Prince was named Debendranath Tagore. He became uni- 
versally known and loved throughout India, receiving the 
venerable title ‘ Maharshi’, which means, when translated, 
“Great Saint’. 

The poet was the youngest son of Maharshi. His 
mother dia when he was quite young. From childhood 
onwards a love of solitude and peace became natural to 
the young child, and he grew up with a deeply sensitive 
and imaginative nature, 

The story of his childhood was told to me in the follow- 
ing words, which I have often repeated : 


“T was very lonely—that was the chief feature of my 
childhood. My father I saw very seldom: he was away a 
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great deal, but his presence pervaded the whole house, and 
was one of the deepest influences on my life. Kept in charge 
of the servants after my mother died, I used to sit, day after 
day, in front of the window and picture to myself what was 
going on in the outer world. From the very first time I can 
remember, I was passionately fond of Nature. . . . I had 
such an exceeding love for Nature, I cannot tell how 
to describe it to you: but Nature was a kind of loving 
companion always with me, and always revealing to me 
some fresh beauty.’ 


His illumination as a poet came to him when he was 
eighteen, and his writings began afterwards to pour forth 
in profuse abundance. They were chiefly of a lyrical char- 
acter, and some of his most beautiful Bengali poems were 
written at this early stage of his long life as a poet. 

His father sent him to do practical work among the 
village people at Shileida, on the banks of the River Padma. 
He was married, and had five children, two sons and three 
daughters. The Padma River is one of the branches of the 
Ganges, as it divides into a delta near the sea. The young 
poet’s love of solitude had full scope here, even in the midst 
of an active married life ; for he used to retire from time to 
time and live, for months together, alone in a house-boat 
moored to the sand flats in the midst of the river. He kept 
at other times in closest touch with the villagers owing to 
his practical work. During the twenty years, from 1880 to 
1900, he composed not only his lyrical poems, but also 
dramas, short stories, and novels, which have made him 
famous in Bengali literature as a master of prose as well as 
the greatest Indian poet of his age. 

But when the twentieth century dawned, he became 
restless, and knew for certain that a time of change had been 
reached. In the end, amid many financial difficulties, he 
founded his school at Santiniketan, where his father, Mahar- 
shi, had long ago retired for meditation. Here, Rabin- 
dranath Tagore settled down to teach the young children 


who gathered round him. In his school method, he avoided 
as much as possible all formal and conventional teaching, 
and doped new and living personal ways of inspiring a 
keen desire for learning among his pupils. He also taught 
his children to love the open-air life in the midst of nature. 
This school has now become world-famous on account of 
its advanced and progressive educational character. 

But while the school flourished under the poet’s foster- 
ing care, his own life underwent a great change. This was 
almost equivalent to a second spiritual birth. For in a brief 
dean of time his own loved wife died and also his youngest 

aughter. Then followed the third crowning sorrow in 
the death, owing to cholera, of his youngest son, who was 
already showing signs of wonderful poetic genius, not un- 
like his father’s. Yet out of the depth of all this suffering 
there came to the poet himself a new sense of the fullness 
and beauty of human life. He has expressed this in 
Gitanjali, where he writes : 


‘O thou last fulfilment of life, Death, my death, come 
and whisper to me ! 

‘ Day after day have I kept watch for thee : for thee have 
I borne the joys and pangs of life. 

* All that I am, that I have, that I hope, and all my love 
have ever flowed towards thee in depth of secrecy. 

One final glance from thine eyes and my life will be 
ever thine own.’ 


The poet visited England in the year 1912, after a pro- 
longed illness. He went there in the first place in order to 
a po a very setious operation; but this visit unexpect- 
edly opened to him the door of the West. His own English 
translations of his Bengali poems began now to appear. 
These, while still in manuscript and unpublished, had 
attracted the attention of the Irish poet, W. B. Yeats, who 
wrote about them as follows : 


‘I have carried the manuscript of these translations 
about with me for days, reading it in railway trains, or on 
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the top of omnibuses and in restaurants, and I have often 
had to close it lest some stranger would see how much it 
moved me. These lyrics display in their thought a world 
T have dreamed of all my life long.’ 


After his visit to Europe and Ametica in 1912 and 1913, 
and the award of the Nobel Prize for World Literature, 
Rabindranath Tagore’s life gradually widened out towards a 
larger horizon, embracing all humanity. His heart has been 
drawn more and more towards the solution of the new 
problem of the meeting of the races of the world together 
in mutual harmony and love. He has also sought means 
for the removal of the alarming evil of growing colour 
prejudice. This latter appeared to him to be one of the 
worst portents of the modern age, afflicting mankind. He 
wrote to me in the year 1913: 


* This race problem is I believe the one burning question 
of the present age ; and we must be prepared to go through 
the martyrdom of suffering and humiliation till the victory 
of God in man is achieved’ 


Tagore’s three philosophical works in English, called 
Sadhana, Personality, and Creative Unity, were written during 
these years. They have the thought of universal humanity 
in view. His poems contained in Frait-Gathering and 
Crossing strike the same note of the gradual coming into 
being of the one Nation of Man. This is explained in 
a concrete manner in Nationalism. His translations of 
Kabir’s poems, from which I have freely quoted, express 
the same thought. Very often, beneath the simple imagery 
taken from Nature, this deeper philosophy of human life 
is represented in poetic form. Such a phrase, for in- 
stance, as 


“Have you not heard the notes which the Unstruck 
Music is playing ?’ 


may be referred to this harmony in Man which is being 


slowly reached by the power of the divine urge from 
within. 

Rabindranath Tagore has now reached old age. He is 
nearly seventy yeats old. His health of late has been very 
greatly impaired, but his ardent lovers and admirers all over 
the world will earnestly pray that his life may be prolonged, 
in God’s providence, for further blessing to mankind. 


(b) HIS WRITINGS 


(1) Poems 


Gitanjali—This was the first volume of poems in Eng- 
lish that Rabindranath Tagore ever published in the West. 
They are written in rhythmical prose, and have all the 
qualities of true poetry, though composed without rhyme 
or metre. The ea contains translations from Bengali 
‘gas which were written during the time of his great 

ereavement after the death of his wife and his two young- 
est children. About these poems he told me on one occa- 
sion: ‘I composed them in solitude during my sorrow 
without any idea of publication. They were written for 
myself: but since I found them to be a spiritual help to 
others, I consented to publish them in Bengali. At a later 
time, on my voyage to England, when I was convalescent 
after serious illness, I began to translate them into very 
halting English.’ 

He gave these translations into my hands,—after he had 
shown them to the Irish poet, W. B. Yeats,—asking me to 
correct their ‘ faults’. But when I read the MSS., 1 found 
his English style not only chaste in its simplicity, but also 
perfect in its rhythm and music. It represented something 
unique in English literature. 

Such poems as these naturally lend themselves for quota- 
tion in this Calendar, and I have used them very freely 
indeed. It should be remembered that by far the greater 
number of these songs have a deep religious significance. 


They symbolise the soul’s communion with God and not 
merely human love. Quotations from Gitanjali in this book 
must be specially studied in this deeper spiritual sense. 

The Gardener —This second series of poems was pub- 
lished soon after Gitanjali, and won an almost equal place 
in public esteem. They represent the more purely human 
aspects of love. It may be stated that these two books of 
the poet—along with the Crescent Moon and Sadhana— 
have had the largest reading public during the past fifteen 
years, both in England and in America. Each fresh genera- 
tion of readers seems to discover anew their beauty. 

The Crescent Moon.—Tagote’s child-poems have been 
universally recognised as delightful and original. It is 
noticeable that English and American readers have found 
them as charming in their English setting as Indian readers 
have found them in their Bengali metre and in Indian trans- 
lations. These poems of childhood have also won their 
‘age in most European and Eastern literatures. It would 

e difficult to find a better example of the community of 
sentiment about children prevalent in every country of the 
world. It is clear that both the humour and the beauty of 
childhood are the same all the world over, and the poet has 
been able to touch the human heart everywhere by these 
simple poems about little children. 

over’s Gift and Crossing.—These two collections of the 
poet’s songs have been bound up in one volume. They 
represent together the springtime and the autumn of life. 
In the later portion of the book, some of the poems written 
during the World War have been inserted. 

Frut-Gathering. —The poet, in this collection, has 
gathered together many of the songs that remained over 
after the apie of Gitanjal, Fruit-Gathering may thus 
be regarded in a certain measure as a sequel to Gitanjalt. 
One of the greatest poems in this volume is called ‘ The 
Oarsmen’. In this he urges mankind to adventure forth 
into the unknown, leaving behind the desolate past. This 
and other poems were composed during the War period. 


The Faugitive—Songs of great delicacy and beauty are 
contained in this collection, which was the last to be pub- 
lished by the poet. They often represent a slight passing 
mood which reveals the hidden depths of personality. 
Some translations are included from the ‘ Baul’ poets of 
India, who have a simple religious philosophy of their own 
of singular beauty. There are also dramatic scenes inter- 
spersed ; the different subjects of these are taken from the 
ancient epics. 


(2) Dramas 


Chitra —This was the first of the ee dramas to be 
translated by his own hand into English. It is the most 
purely classical of all his writings both in its form and 
language. The play depicts the ideal Woman, in her physi- 
cal perfection and also in her spiritual devotion for love’s 
sake. 

The Post Offce——Among the poet’s dramas, which are 
acted by his own boys at Santiniketan, this is most often 
chosen. It portrays a sick child, who sits at the window 
and greets the different passers-by while he waits for a letter 
from the King. 

The Cycle of Spring —In its original Bengali setting, this 
drama is replete with music and songs. It is the Drama of 
Spring. The young band of adventurers, in the play, go 
out to find the Old Man and to capture him. The Old Man 
typifies Winter and Death. But in the dramatic setting he 
is found to be the same as Youth and Springtime. Thus 
this is one of the ‘mystery’ plays of Tagore, where the 
secret of the play is kept well hidden until the climax is 
reached. It is also a great favourite for the boys and girls 
at Santiniketan to perform on the open-air stage. But very 
much depends upon the Bengali music. 

The King of the Dark Chamber.—This second ‘ mystery ’ 
play of the poet has here been translated into English. The 
King of the Dark Chamber remains ever unseen, but he 
directs and guides his kingdom from within. The interest 


of the play centres in the character of Sudarshana, the 
Queen. 

Sacrifice—Four complete plays are contained in this 
one volume. The most celebrated of them 1s called ‘ Sacri- 
fice’, after which the book is named. These four plays are 
classical in form, and are written in stately, rhythmical 
prose, They are suitable for amateur acting. ‘Sacrifice’ 
has frequently been performed in England and America. 

Red Oleanders.—This is one of the more recent of Rabin- 
dranath Tagore’s dramas. It is a modern play, both in its 
language and spirit. The poet condemns the mechanical 
civilisation which has arisen in modern times and has 
destroyed everywhere the a beauty of Nature. It is a 
very powerful appeal,—akin to Nationalism among his 
prose works for its denunciation of the ugliness and in- 
humanity of the modern age. 


(3) EprGRams 


Stray Birds —Two volumes of epigrams have come from 
the poet’s pen, called Stray Birds and Fireflies. Deep truths 
are hidden in some illustration from nature, or in some 
homely metaphor, ot ina passing fancy. Such books natur- 
ally lend themselves for quotation in the Calendar, and I 
have used them freely. 

Fireflies. —This second series of epigrams, written chiefly 
in China and Japan, has hitherto been published only in 
America. But it is soon to appear among the poet’s works 
in England. 


(4) NOVELS AND SrorIEs 


Gora.—This long novel, written more than twenty years 
ago, is still the best known of the poet’s prose writings in 
Bengal. It is a vivid and detailed study of Indian religious 
society in modern times, and it should be read by everyone 
who wishes intimately to understand the East. 


The Home and the World—This novel describes the 
modern Swadeshi (Nationalist) movement at its height in 
sa It gives a picture of New India during its national 
awakening and social upheaval. 

The Wreck.—This is one of the novels of Rabindranath 
Tagore, which has gained great praise in Bengal for its 
character-drawing and powers of description. 

Hungry Stones —These ate some of the most famous 
‘Short Stories’ of Tagore. Two other volumes, called 
Mashi and Broken Ties, have also been published in 
English. In Bengal itself, these intimate stories of Bengali 
home life are regarded as ranking very high indeed among 
the poet’s writings. 


(5) PHILOsoPHY 


Sadbana.—Rabindranath Tagore first published, among 
his prose works in English, this new and simple account 
of the ancient philosophy and religious teaching of India. 
It has remained, for English readers, one of the most 
popular of his works. I have taken many quotations from 
it in the Calendar. 

Thought Relics.—Up to the present, these beautiful prose 
paragraphs from the poet’s Bengali writings, anslated into 
English by himself, have not appeared in England. But 
an edition is likely soon to be brought out, which will 
follow the American edition, and also contain many new 
passages. 

Personality —These essays were written in Japan and 
America during the year 1916. They give the poet’s philo- 
sophic idea of human personality. His own conception is 
a novel one in the West, and on that account the book has 
received very careful consideration. 

Creative Unity—Lectures delivered in Europe and 
America, during the poet’s tour in 1920 and 1921, are 
gathered in this volume, which forms the completion of the 
philosophic ideas contained in Sadhana and Personality. 

Nationalism.—Dutring the World War, the poet visited 
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~ Japan and wrote these lectures there, warning Japa 
{ ' ' me 8 oe ‘ h 
apainst the evils of miltaist imperialism, which wete the 
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sinister outcome of modem civilisation in the West with 
ts selish creed of absolute national sovereignty, This 
book Jed to much criticism at the time, during the wa 
fever, but the poet’s main thesis has ince been very widely 
accepted 


(6) MISCELLANEOUS 


My Remmisvencts—These represent various sketches of 
the poet’s boyhood and youth and early manhood, They 
tell the story of his solitary childhood ; his lumination as 
4 poet ; is literary career during his younger days, and bis 
welcome by the novelist Bankim as the new leading weiter 
of Bengal, 

Chmpstt of Bengal—The homely scenery and domestic 
te of Bengal are depicted in this series of letters, 


BENEDICTION 


Bress this little heart, this white soul, that has won the kiss 
of heaven for our earth. 

He loves the light of the sun, he loves the sight of his 
mother’s face, 

He has not learnt to despise the dust and to hanker 
after gold. 

Clasp him to your heart and bless him, 


He has come into this land of an hundred cross-roads. 

I know not how he chose you from the crowd, came to 
your door, and grasped your hand to ask his way. 

He will follow you, laughing and talking, and not a 
doubt in his heart. 

Keep his trust, lead him straight and bless him. 


Lay your hand on his head and pray that though the 
waves underneath prow threatening, yet the breath from 
above may come to fill his sails and waft him to the haven 
of peace, 

Forget him not in your hurry, let him come to your 
heart and bless him. 

Crescent Moon. 


WINTER 


Wun the heart is hard and parched up, come upon me 
with a shower of mercy, 


When grace is lost from life, come with a burst of song. 


When tumultuous work raises its din on all sides 
shutting me out from ba come to me, my lord of 
silence, with thy peace and rest 


When my beppatly heatt sits crouched, shut up in a 
corner, break open the door, my king, and come with the 
ceremony of a king, 


When desite blinds the mind with delusion and dus, 

0 thou holy one, thou wakeful, come with thy light and 
thy thunder, 

Catania 


JANUARY 


Lara of my fe, 1 shall ever try to Keep my body pur, 
knowing that thy ving touch s upon al my bb, 

T shall ever try to keep all untruths out from mn 
thouphts, knowing that thou art that truth which has 
kindled the Heft of reason in my mind 

| shall eve ty to cave alles away ftom my heat 
mt "» my Jove in lowe, knowing that thou bat th 
eat nthe inmost shrine of ny hea 

And it sal be my endevour to evel thee in 
ations, knowing ts thy power gives me strength to ac, 

Gita, 


ee, agin allen, 


JANUARY 1 


The world puts off its mask of vastness to its lover. 
It becomes small as one song, as one kiss of the eternal, 
Stray Birds. 


Men are the children of light. Whenever they fully 
realise themselves they feel their immortality. 


Personality, 

The world is the ever-changing foam that floats on the 

surface of a sea of silence, Fireflies, 
JANUARY 2 


My heart, the bird of the wilderness, has found its sky 
in your eyes. Let me but soar in that sky in its lonely 
immensity. Gardener. 


Man is true where he feels his infinity, where he is 
divine ; and the divine is the creator in him, 
Personality, 


In the night, when the noise is tired, the murmur of the 
sea fills the air, and love’s play is stilled into worship. 
Crossing. 
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JANUARY 3 
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JANUARY 4 
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JANUARY 5 
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JANUARY 3 


The sorrowing sky has shadowed my solitude to deepen 
the meaning of thy touch about my heart. Crossing. 


The perfect dawn is near, when you will mingle your 
life with all life and know at last your purpose. 


Fruit-Gathering, 
He who is the Giver can vouchsafe a vision of the 
eternal in the dingiest of lanes. Reminiscences. 


JANUARY 4 


The child finds its mother when it leaves her womb. 
When I am parted from you, I am free to see your face. 
Fruit-Gathering. 


In the drowsy dark caves of the mind dreams build 
their nests with fragments dropped from day’s caravan. 


Foreflies. 
I can feel him coming nearer and nearer, and my heart 
becomes glad. Post Office. 


JANUARY 5 


Love’s gift is shy, it never tells its name, it flits across 
the shade spreading a shiver of joy along the dust. 
Lover's Gift. 


My eyes strayed far and wide before I shut them and 
said, Here art thou. Gitanjali, 


I have loved the sunlight, the sky and the green earth. 
Crescent Moon. 
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JANUARY 6 


~orw 


JANUARY 7 


JANUARY 8 
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JANUARY 6 


She is near to my heart as the meadow flower to the 
earth, Lover’s Gift. 


We truly meet God when we come to him with our 
offerings, and not with our wants. Thought Relies. 


My child, the King loves you. He is coming himself. 
ost Office. 


JANUARY 7 


Descend at whiles from thy high audience hall. Come 
down amid joys and sorrows, and in my heart sing thy 
songs. Creative Unity. 


The pain was great when the strings were being tuned, 
my Master. 

Begin your music, and let me forget the pain; let me 
feel in beauty what you had in your mind t oe these 


pitiless days. Fruit-Gathering. 

I have heard the liquid murmur of the river through 

the darkness of midnight. Crescent Moon. 
January 8 


The world has opened its heart of light in the morning. 
Come out, my heart, with thy love to meet it. 


Stray Birds, 
Man’s faith in God has built up all that is great in the 
human world. Creative Unity. 


I know not how of a sudden my heart has flung open 
its doors. Reminiscences. 
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JANUARY 9 
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JANUARY 10 
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JANUARY II 


JANUARY 9 


Many a glad day has come in my life. On grey morn- 
ings of rain I have crooned many an idle sa 
rescent Moon. 


I love you, beloved. Forgive me, my love. Like a 
bird losing its way I am caught. Gardener. 


My songs are one with my love, like the murmur of a 
stream. Lover's Gift. 


JANUARY I0 


Your speech is simple, my Master, but not theirs who 
talk of you. Fruit-Gathering. 


Leave out my name from the gift if it be a burden, but 
keep my song. Fireflies. 


Autumn sunsets have come to me at the end of a road 
in a lonely waste, like a bride raising her veil to accept her 
lover. Crescent Moon. 


JANUARY 11 


Now it is time to sit quiet, and to sing dedication of 
life in this silent and overflowing leisure. Gitanjali. 


She is sweet to me as sleep is to tired limbs. 
Lover's Gift. 


Let not my love be a burden on you, my friend, know 
that it pays itself. Fireflies. 
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JANUARY 12 
Man is a born child, his power is the power of growth. 


ly el gt ly ly. 
wee Pe OT ee me oe, 


Stray Birds. 
Pride can never approach to where thou walkest among 
the poorest, the lowliest and the lost. Gitanjalt. 


_— 


Come to my garden walk, my love. Pass by the fervid 
flowers that press themselves on your sight. 
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Lover's Gift. 


"+ 


JANUARY 13 


I am only waiting for love to give myself up at last 
into his hands. Gitanjali. 


Dawn plays her lute before the gate of darkness, and 
is content when the sun comes out to vanish. 


Fireflies. 
Bless this little heart, this white soul, that has won the 
kiss of heaven for our earth. Crescent Moon. 


JANUARY 14 


The Lord is in me, the Lord is in you, as life is in every 
seed, Kabir’s Poems. 


ba eal cattle alin allan sal 


I would be content with the smallest corner of this 
earth, if only she were mine. Lover's Gift. 


ren ww 


He loves the light of the sun, he loves the sight of his 
mother’s face. Crescent Moon. 
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JANUARY 15 
1 oOo 


JANUARY 16 


JANUARY 17 
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JANUARY 15 


My wishes are fools. 
They shout across thy songs, my Master; let me but 
listen. Stray Birds. 


This One in me knows the universe of the many. 
Creative Unity. 


At the end of the stony path, in the country of virgin 
solitude, my friend is sitting all alone. Gitanjali. 
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JANUARY 16 


My beloved is ever in my heart. That is why I see 
him everywhere, King of Dark Chamber. 


Let there be flowering of love in the summer to come 
in the garden by the sea. Lover's Gift. 


The echo from the depths of the Universe is reflected 
into our heart from the face of our beloved. 
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Reminiscences. 
JANUARY 17 
I cannot choose the best. : 
The best chooses me. Stray Birds. 


Man truly lives in the life that is beyond him. He toils 
for the unknown master, he stores for the unborn. 
Thought Relics. 


He attains the true Name, whose words are pure, and 
who is free from pride and conceit. Kabir’s Poems. 
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JANuARY 18 


That I exist is a perpetual surprise which is life. 
Stray Birds. 


O woman, you ate not merely the handiwork of God, 
but also of men. These are ever endowing you with beaut 
from their hearts. You are one-half woman and one-half 
dream. Gardener. 


Love went forth seeking that which it knew not, leaving 
all it had known. Fugitive. 


JANUARY 19 


Silence will carry your voice like the nest that holds 
the sleeping birds. Stray Birds. 


One day, with fresh wonder, you came into my life. 
Lover's Gift. 


In one salutation to thee, my God, let all my senses 
spread out and touch this world at thy feet. Gitanjali. 


JANUARY 20 


When I asked you to mould with my life an image 
from your heart for you to love, you brought your fire 
and force, and truth, loveliness and peace. 

Fryit-Gathering. 


You ate like a flowering tree, amazed when I praise 
you for your gifts. Fireflies. 


Let all my life take its voyage to its eternal home in 
one salutation to thee. Gitanjalt. 
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JANUARY 24 

"Open your door, I am waiting ; the ferry of the light 

is done for the day. 
The evening star is up. King of Dark Chamber. 


If to-day I bring my homage to you, forgive me, my 
love. Lover’s Gift. 


The stream which comes from the infinite and flows 
towards the finite—that is the True, the Good. Its echo, 
which returns to the infinite, is Beauty and Joy. 
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JANUARY 25 


Hasten, my heart, and spend yourself in love, before 
the day is done. Cycle of Spring. 


I am poured forth in living notes of joy and sorrow 
by your breath. Should I be wholly spent in some flight 
of song, I shall not grieve, the tune is so dear to me. 

Fugitive. 


Life finds its truth and beauty, not in any exaggeration 
of sameness, but in harmony. Creative Unity. 
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JANUARY 26 


Life finds its wealth by the claims of the world, and { 
its worth by the claims of love. Stray Birds. 


Let rif that little be left of me whereby I may name 
thee my all. stanjali, 


He who does good, comes to the temple gate; he 
who loves, reaches the shrine. Fireflies. 4 
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JANUARY 27 


Love depends upon the will of the giver, and the 
poorest of the poor can indulge in such generosity. 

Fugitive. 

My heart is not mine to give to one only, it is given to 

the many. ardener. 


My heart beats her waves at the shore of the world 
and writes upon it her signature in tears with the words, 
‘T love thee ’. Stray Birds. 


JANUARY 28 
In the dusk of the evening the bird of some early 
dawn comes to the nest of my silence. Stray Birds. 


Only he helps us, who proves by his life that we have 
a soul whose dwelling is in the kingdom of love. 


Thought Relics. 
Trees are the earth’s endless efforts to speak to the 
listening heaven. Fireflies. 


JANUARY 29 
I have only the sound of your steps to guide me in this 
wilderness. Cycle of Spring. 


I shall stake all I have and when I lose my last penny 
I shall stake myself, and then I think I shall have won 


through my utter defeat. Fruit-Gathering. 
Your eyes melt my heart as the kiss of the sun melts 
the snow on a mountain top. Fugitive. 
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JANUARY 30 
She is dark as the longing for unknown love in the 
wistful night of May. Lover's Gift. 
Our days of joy are our days of expenditure. 
Thought Relics. 


God is there where the tiller is tilling the hard ground, 
and where the pathmaker is breaking stones. itanjali. 


JANUARY 31 


I came to your shore as a stranger, I lived in your 
house as a guest, I leave your door as a friend, my earth. 
Stray Birds. 


The faith waiting in the heart of a seed promises a 
miracle of life, which it cannot prove at once.  — Firefies. 


The sea is beating its drums in joy, the flowers are 
a-tiptoe to kiss you, 

For heaven is born in you, my child, in the arms of 
the mother-dust. Lover's Gift. 
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TE night is dark and your slumber is deep in the hush of 
my being. 

Wake, O Pain of Love, for I know not how to open 
the door, and I stand outside. 

The hours wait, the stars watch, the wind is still, the 
silence is heavy in my heart. 

Wake, Love, wake! brim my empty cup and with a 
breath of song ruffle the night. Fruit-Gathering. 
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FEBRUARY I 


The cattle have come to their folds and birds to their 
nests. 
Open your door: I am waiting. 
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King of Dark Chamber. 
O my heart, let us go to that country where dwells the 
beloved. Kabir’s Poems. 


I wait and watch, till your shadow passes by the balcony 
of night, and I return with a full heart. © Fraét-Gathering. 


FEBRUARY 2 


One word keep for me in thy silence, O World, when 
I am dead, ‘I have loved’. Stray Birds. 


My love, before the daybreak of life, you stood under 
some waterfall of happy dreams, filling your blood with 
its liquid turbulence. Lover's Gift. 


As a tiver in the sea, 

Work finds its fulfilment in the depth of leisure. 
Fireflies. 
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FEBRUARY 3 
Why should my name take such music from her tongue 


as to draw my heart out ? Fugitive, 
The river runs swift with a song, breaking through all 
barriers. 
But the mountain stays and remembers and follows het 
with his love. Crescent Moon. 


If you love me, beloved, forgive me my joy. Bear 
with my pride, beloved, and forgive me my joy. 


Gardener, 
FEBRUARY 4 
The trees, like the longings of the earth, stand a-tiptoe 
to peep at the heaven. Stray Birds. 
Truth is widowed without Love. Fugitive. 
Like a tear or a smile, a poem is but a picture of what 
is taking place within. Reminiscences. 
FEBRUARY 5 
Woman has been man’s inspiration, guiding uncon- 
sciously his restless energy. Creative Unity. 
Man discovers his own wealth when God comes to ask 
gifts of him. Fireflies. 


From fathomless depths of the eternal spring of joy the 
numberless sprays of laughter leap up throughout the 
world. Reminiscences. 
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FEBRUARY 6 


Shadow, with her veil drawn, follows Light in secret 
meékness, with her silent steps of love. Stray Birds. 


Eyes see only dust and earth, but feel with the heart 
and know pute joy. Fugitive. 


Birth is from the mystery of night into the Fee 
mystery of day. sreflies. 


FEBRUARY 7 


Lead me in the centre of thy silence to fill my heart 
with songs. Stray Birds. 


It is not the lightness of pressure in the outside world 
which we need in order to be free, but love which has the 
ower to bear the world’s weight, not only with ease 
ut with joy. Thought Rehes, 


The stars are singing the love-song of the eternal. 
Fruit-Gathering. 


FEBRUARY 8 ‘ 


The same sun is newly born in new lands in a ring of 
endless dawns. Fireflies. 


I clasp your hands and my heart plunges into the dark 
of your eyes. Lover's Gift. 


Young is your life, your path long, and you drink the 
love we bring you at one draught and run away. 
Crescent Moon. 
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FEBRUARY 9 v 


The Father is working in his wofld, but the Beloved 
is lying asleep in our heart, in the depth of its darkness. 
Thought Relics. 


The spring flowers break out like the passionate ary 
of unspoken love. Lover's Gift. 


This song of mine will touch your forehead like a kiss 
of blessing. Crescent Moon. 


FEBRUARY 10 


On the seashore of endless worlds children meet. 
Crescent Moon. 


You were in the centre of my heart, therefore when m 
heart wandered she never found you; you hid yourse 
from my loves and hopes till the last, for you were always 
in them. Fruit-Gathering. 


God honours me when I work, 
He loves me when I sing. Fireflies. 


FEBRUARY II 
Life is given to us, we earn it by giving it. Stray Birds. 


Love gives freedom while it binds, for love is what 
unites. Thought Relics. 


Each rose that comes brings me greetings from the Rose 
of an eternal spring. Fireflies. 
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FEBRUARY 12 


Blessed is he whose fame does not outshine his truth. 
Stray Birds. 
In love we find a joy which is ultimate because it is the 
ultimate truth. Creative Unity. 


In your dark eyes the coming of the rain finds its music. 
Laver’s Gift. 


FEBRUARY 13 
Let your life dance lightly on the edges of time, like 
dew on the tip of a leaf. Gardener. 


I have a letter from my Beloved: in this letter is an 
unutterable message, and now my fear of death is done 
away. Kabir’s Poems. 


Your laughter is like the moonlight breaking through 
the window of your lips, when the moon is hiding in your 
heart. Laver’s Gift. 


FEBRUARY 14 


‘As I gaze on your face, mystery overwhelms me: you 
who belong to all have become mine. Crescent Moon. 


When I hold the lamp of love in my heart, its light falls 
on you, and I am left standing behind in the shadow. 
Fruit-Gathering. 
The darkness of night is in harmony with day, 
The morning of mist is discordant. Fireflies. 
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FEBRUARY 15 


We come nearest to the great when we are great in 
humility, Stray Birds. 


Many a song I had sung to you, morning and evening, 
and the last one you carried in your voice as you went 


away. Lover’s Gift. 
This song of mine will wind its music around you like 
the fond arms of love. Crescent Moon. 


FEBRUARY 16 


The sweetness of thy name fills my heart, when I forget 
mine—like the morning sun when the mist is melted. 
Stray Birds. 


Now that youth has ebbed, I can hear the music of all 
things, and the sky opens to me its heart of stars. 


Lover's Gift. 
The world, in its own true aspect, is full of beauty and 
joy. Reminiscences. 


FEBRUARY 17 


The silent night has the beauty of the mother, and the 
clamorous day of the child. Stray Birds. 


He has seen under new veils the face of the one beloved. 
Lover's Gift. 

Migratory songs wing from my heart and seek their 
nests in your voice of love. Fireflies. 
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FEBRUARY 18 


In far distant days, summer will come to the lovers’ 
garden. Fugitive. 


I long to sit silent by you. But I dare not, lest my 
heart come out at my lips. Gardener. 


At sunrise, open and raise your heart like a blossoming 
flower : 

And at sunset, bend your head and in silence complete 
the worship of the day. Crescent Moon. 


FEBRUARY 19 


Let me sit in peace and listen to thy words in the soul 
of thy silence. Crossing. 


The morning light has flooded my eyes—this is thy 
message to my heatt. Gitanjali, 


The sea of danger, doubt and denial, around man’s 
little island of certainty, challenges him to dare the 
unknown. Fireflies. 


FEBRUARY 20 


Let all my songs gather together into a single current 
and flow to a sea of silence in one salutation to thee. 

Gitanjalt. 

Spread this little moment wide across thy lap, holding 

it under thy light. Crossing. 


On the seashore of endless worlds is the great meeting 
of children. Crescent Moon. 
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FEBRUARY 21 


The flute of the infinite is played without ceasing, and 
its sound is love. Kabir’s Poems, 


Humanity for ages has been busy with the one creation 
of spiritual life. Creative Unity. 


I have given my heart in secret love to him. I am 
waiting with my all in the hope of losing everything. 
King of Dark Chamber. 


FEBRUARY 22 
Wrong cannot afford defeat, but Right can. 


Stray Birds. 
Look, my Queen, there on the eastern horizon comes 
the dawn. King of Dark Chamber. 


I ask for no reward for the songs I sang you: 
I shall be content if they live through the night. 
Fugitive. 
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FEBRUARY 23 


God waits for man to regain his childhood in wisdom. 
Stray Birds. 


The child cries out when from the right breast the 
mother takes it away, in the very next moment to find in 
the left one its consolation. Gitanjali. 


She had reached a region where dreams and reality 
had clasped their hands in friendship. Broken Ties. 
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FEBRUARY 24 
The Dweller within can only come to me along my 
own true path. Broken Ties. 
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Faith is a spiritual organ of sight which enables us 
instinctively to realise the vision of wholeness when in 
fact we only see the parts. Thought Relics. 


Let all my mind bend down at thy door in one saluta- 
tion to thee. Gitanjals. 


FEBRUARY 25 
Chastity is a wealth that comes from abundance of 


love. Stray Birds. 
I am poured forth in living notes of joy and sorrow 
by your breath. Creative Unity. 
Strengthen me on errands of danger. Fugitive. 


FEBRUARY 26 


God’s silence ripens man’s thoughts into speech. 
Stray Birds. 


You shall meet me again and again in your voyage of 
life from shore to shore. 


Lover’s Gift. 

Beauty is truth’s smile when she beholds her own 

face in a perfect mirror. Fireflies. 
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; FEBRUARY 27 


Ged grows weary of great kingdoms, but never of 
little Howers. Stray Birds, 


Honour me with pain. Fugitive. 


I dive down into the depth of the ocean of forms 
hoping to gain the perfect pearl of the formless. 
Gitanjalt. 
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FEBRUARY 28 
Let me feel this world as thy love taking form, then 


my love will help it. Stray Birds. 
Thou art the sky and thou art the nest as well. 
Gitanjali, 


Pride engraves his frowns in stones, 
Love offers her surrender in flowers. Fireflies. 
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FEBRUARY 29 


Every child comes with the message that God is not 
yet discouraged of man. Stray Birds. 


You ate no longer before my songs, but one with them. 
Lover's Gift. 


Do not keep your secret to yourself, my love, but 
whisper it gently to me, only to me. Reminiscences. 
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fae met thee, where the night touches the edge of the 
y; 

Where the light startles the darkness into dawn, 

And the waves carry the kiss of one shore to the other. 

From the heart of the fathomless blue comes one 
golden call, 

And across the dusk of tears I try to gaze at thy face 


And know not for certain if thou art seen. 
Crossing. 
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MARCH 1 


The sky pours its light into our hearts. 
Cycle of Spring. 


We hasten to gather our flowers lest they are plundered 
by the passing winds. Gardener. 
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The hill in its longing for the far-away sky wishes to 
be like the cloud with its endless urge of seeking. 
Fireflies. 


MARCH 2 


h 
God kisses the finite in his love and man the infinite. | 
Stray Birds. 


The whole universe is assisting this desire that I 
should be. Thought Relics. 


Love is an endless mystery, for it has nothing else to 
explain it. Fireflies. ) 
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MARCH 3 


Let not my life be torn to tatters by penury of waste. 
Crossing. 


A father’s love, like God’s rain, does not judge but is 
poured forth from an abounding source. Fugitive. 


God in his temple of stars, waits for man to ae him 
his lamp. Fireflies. 


MARCH 4 


That love can ever lose is a fact that we cannot accept 
as truth. Stray Biras. 


It is sweet to sit in a corner and muse and write rhymes 
that you are all my world. Gardener. 


The southern pate is unbarred. Come, my Spring, come. 
Come in the lisping leaves, in the youthful surrender 
of flowers. King of Dark Chamber. 


MARCH 5 


He who wants to do good knocks at the gate; he who 
loves finds the gate open. Stray Birds. 
My Master’s flute sounds through all things. 
Fugitive. 
Love remains a secret even when spoken, for onl 
lover truly knows that he is loved. Firefles, 
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Marcu 6 


* How far are you from me, O Fruit ?’ 
‘T am hidden in your heart, O Flower.’ 

Stray Birds, 
Open your eyes and see. Feel this world as a living 


flute might feel the breath of music passing through it. 
Thougot Relics. 


We cannot see Beauty till we let go our hold of it. 
Home and the World. 


MARCH 7 


God comes to me in the dusk of my evening with the 
flowers from my past kept fresh in his basket. 

Stray Birds. 

Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling, and gladness 

without measure. The heaven’s river has drowned its 


banks and the flood of joy is abroad. Gitanjali. 
My work is rewarded in daily wages. 
I wait for my final value in love. Fireflies. 
MarcH 8 


‘You are the big drop of dew under the lotus leaf, I 
am the smaller one on its upper side,’ said the sag 
to the lake. Stray Birds. 


The quest of the unattained is the great impulse in man 
which brings forth all his best creations. 
Thought Relies. 


Great is the festival hall where you are to be the only 

guest : 
Therefore the letter to you is written from sky to sky. 
Creative Unsty. 
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MARCH 9 


The noise of the moment scoffs at the music of the 
Eternal, Stray Birds. 


Thou givest thyself to me in love, and then feelest thine 
own entire sweetness in me. Gitanjali, 


I am able to love my God, because he gives me freedom 
to deny him. Fireflies. 


MARCH 10 


When all the strings of my life are tuned, my Master, 
then at every touch of thine will come out the music of 


love. Stray Birds. 

God is freedom, for he is light. Thought Relics. 

I will pour my songs into your mute heart, and my love 

into your love. Gardener. 
MARCH II 


Bring him not into your house as the guest of your 
eyes ; but let him come at your heart’s invitation. 
Creative Unity. 


It is the same life that is rocked in the ocean cradle of 
birth and of death, in ebb and in flow. Gitanjali. 


‘I love, I love,’ is the cry that breaks out from the 
bosom of earth and water. Red Oleanders. 
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MARCH 12 


Be still, my heart, these great trees are prayers. 
. Stray Birds, 


No, it is not yours to open buds into blossoms, Shake 
the bud, strike it, it is beyond your power to make it 
blossom. Fruit-Gathering. 


The shade of my tree is for passers-by, its fruit for the 
one for whom I wait. Fireflies. 


MARCH 13 


If love be denied me, then why does the morning break 
its heart in songs ° rossing. 


The light that fills the sky seeks its limit in a dewdrop 
on the grass. Fireflies. 


Day by day thou art making me worthy of thy simple 
great gifts. Gitanjali. 


MARCH 14 


I have been travelling to seek you, my friend, for long. 
Creative Unity. 


Bring beauty and order into my forlorn life. 
Lover’s Gift. 


When the hour strikes for thy silent worship, command 
me, my Master, to sing. Gitanjali., 
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MARCH 15 


Make way, O bud, make way. Burst open thy heart 
and make way. Creative Unity. 


The sky remains infinitely vacant for earth there to 
build its heaven with dreams. Fireflies. 


When in the morning air the golden harp is tuned, 
honour me, my master, commanding my presence. 
Gitanjali. 


Marcu 16 
Every step I take is in my Master’s house. Fugitive 


There was a time when my life was like a bud. All its 
perfume was stored in its core. Gardener. 


The human heart is a vast wilderness, whose interlacing 
forest branches rock darkness like an infant. 
Reminiscences. 


MARCH 17 


The prelude of the night is commenced in the music 
of the sunset, in its solemn hymn to the ineffable dark. 
Stray Birds. 


Love counts no cost too great to realise its truth. 
Thought Rekics. 


‘ In this morning light I do not know what it is that my 
‘ heart desires. Reminiscences, 
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MaRCH 18 


If to leave this world be as real as to love it—then there 
must be a meaning in the meeting and parting of life. 


Frust-Gathering. 
Its store of snow is the hill’s own burden, its outpouring 
of streams is borne by all the world. irepies. 


Where shall I meet him, the Man of my Heart ? 
He is lost to me and I seek him wandering from land 
to land. Creative Unity. 


MarcH 19 


If you shut your door to all errors truth will be shut 
out. Stray Birds. 


Heaven is fulfilled in your sweet body, my child. 
Lover’s Gift. 


As the tree its leaves, I shed my words on the earth ; 


let my thoughts unuttered flower in thy silence. 
Fireflies. 


MARCH 20 


Whatever I have to leave, let me leave; and whatever 
I have to bear, let me bear. Only, let me walk with thee. 
Creative Unity. 


Let your love see me even through the barrier of 


nearness. Fireflies. 
There was a tiny flower among thorns and I cried, 
* The world’s hope is not dead ’. Fugitive. 
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MARCH 21 


Our names are the light that glows on the sea-waves 
at night and then dies without leaving its signature. 
Stray Birds. 


Oh, grant me my prayer that I may never lose the 
bliss of the touch of the One in the play of the many. 
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Gitanjali. 

The spirit of work in creation is there to carry and 

__ help the spirit of play. Fireflies. | 
MARCH 22 


‘In the moon thou sendest thy love-letters to me,’ 
said the night to the sun. 
‘I leave my answers in tears upon the grass.’ 
Stray Birds. 


The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, my 
darling, and it scatters gems in profusion. Gitanalt. 


My faith in truth, my vision of the perfect, help thee, 
Master, in thy creation. irefites. 
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MARCH 23 


Leisure in its activity is work. 
The stillness of the sea stirs in waves. Stray Birds. 


ee ee 


Faith is the bird that feels the light and sings when 
the dawn is still dark. Fireflies. 


The fountain of life splashes and foams in laughter 
and tears. Reminiscences. 
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MARCH 24 
Let him only see the thorns who has eyes to see the 
rose. Stray Birds. 
We cannot truly live for one another if we never claim 
the freedom to live alone. Thought Relics. 
Let my love find its strength in the service of day, its 
peace in the union of night. Fireflies. 

MARCH 25 


The leaf becomes flower when it loves. 
The flower becomes fruit when it worships. 


Stray Birds. 
At every footfall of yours, will not the harp of the road 
break out in sweet music of pain ? Gitanjali. 
Let me go about in your kingdom accepting your call. 
Crossing. 

MARCH 26 
The roots below the earth claim no reward for making 
the branches fruitful. Stray Birds. 


Come, moon, come down, kiss my darling on the 
forehead. Lover's Gift. 


All the delights that I have felt in life’s fruits and 
flowers, let me offer to thee at the end of the feast in a 
perfect union of love. Fireflies. 
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MARCH 27 
Man’s revelation does not lie in the fact that he is a 


power, but that he is a spirit. Creative Unity. 
What divine drink wouldst thou have, my God, from 
this overflowing cup of my life ? Gitanali. 


You have floated down the stream of the world’s life, 
and at last you have stranded on my heart. 
Crescent Moon. 


MARCH 28 


Creation is the harmony of contrary forces—the forces 
of attraction and repulsion. Creative Unity. 


Religion, like poetry, is not a mere idea, it is expression. 
Thought Relics. 


I have had my invitation to this world’s festival, and 
thus my life has been blessed. Gitanali. 


MARCH 29 


With a glance of your eyes, you could plunder all the 
wealth of songs struck from poets’ harps. Gardener. 


O friend, thy body is God’s lyre; he tightens its strings 
and draws forth from it his own melody. 
Kabir’s Poems. 


The tree is a winged spirit released from the bondage 
of seed pursuing its adventure of life across the unknown. 
Fireflies. 
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MARCH 30 
This life is the crossing of a sea, where we meet in 
the same narrow ship. Stray Birds. 


God eludes us in nature to call us onward; in the soul 
he surrenders himself to gather us to his heart. 
Thought Relies. 


I know that this is nothing but thy love, O beloved of 
my heart—this golden light that dances upon the leaves. 
Gitanals. 


MARCH 31 


It was my part at this world’s festival to play upon 
my instrument, my master, 
And I have done all I could. Gitanjali, 


In the realm of power we grow by aggrandisement ; 
but in the realm of love we grow by renunciation. 
Thought Relics. 


My heart is full as I look around me and see the silent 
sky and the flowing water, and feel that happiness 1s 
spread abroad as simply as a smile on a child’s face. 

Lover's Gift. 
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SPRING 


Cow, Spring, reckless lover ofthe earth, make the forest's 
heatt pant for utterance 


Come in pusts of disquiet where the lowers break onen 
and jostle the new leaves 


Burst ikea rebellion of light, through the night's vig, 
through the lake's dark dumbness, through the dungeon 
under the dust, proclaiming freedom to the shackle seeds, 


Like the laughter of lightning ike the shout ofa storm, 
break into the midst of i noisy town, free stiled word 
and unconscious effort, reinforce our flapping . and 
conquer death, wg 





RABINDRANATH TAGORE IN 1877 


APRIL 


Have you not heard his silent steps. He comes, comes, 
ever comes. 


Every moment and every age, every day and evety 
night, he comes, comes, ever comes. 


Many a song have I sung in many a mood of mind, but 
all their notes have always proclaimed, ‘ He comes, comes, 
ever comes ’, 


In the fragrant days of sunny April through the forest 
path he comes, comes, ever comes. 


In the rainy gloom of July nights on the thundering 
chariot of clouds, he comes, comes, ever comes. 


In sorrow after sorrow it is his steps that press upon my 
heart, and it is the golden touch of his feet that makes my 
joy to shine. Gitanals, 
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APRIL I 
The sunlight opens for me the world’s gate, love’s 


light its treasure. Fireflies. 
One final glance from thine eyes and my life will be 
ever thine own. Gitanjali. 
The hills are like shouts of children who raise their 
arms trying to catch stars. Stray Birds. 
APRIL 2 
Art is the expression of the universal through the 
individual. Thought Relics. 
I carry in my world that flourishes the worlds that have 
failed. Stray Birds. 


My life, like the reed with its stops, has its play of 
colours through the gaps in its hopes and gains. 
Fireflies. 
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APRIL 3 
Men are cruel, but Man is kind. Stray Birds. 
God loves to see in me, not his servant, but himself 
who serves all. Fireflies. 


I know the touch of her blown hair in all my dreams, 
Lover's Gift. 


APRIL 4 


Consciousness is the light by the help of which we 
travel along our path of life. Thought Relics. 


There are seekers of wisdom and seekers of wealth. 
I seek thy company so that I may sing. Fireflies. 


God waits to win back his own flowers as gifts from 
man’s hands. Stray Birds. 


APRIL § 


All my illusions will burn into illumination of joy, and 
all my desires ripen into fruits of love. Gitanjali. 


Man’s world is the history of his aspirations interrupted 
and renewed. Creative Unity, 


Let me not bend my heart to the yoke of the many. 
Crossing. 
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Apri 6 


Truth is over all, and beauty is the expression of truth. 
Thought Relics. 


Between the shores of Me and Thee there is the loud 
ocean, my own surging self, which I long to cross. 


Fireflies. 
My poet, is it thy delight to see thy creation through 
my eyes ¢ Gitanyall. 
APRIL 7 
The sky pours its light into our hearts, 
: Cycle of Spring. 


I know that the magic of your face is not all its own, but 
has stolen the passionate light that was in my eyes at some 
immemorial meeting. Fugitive. 


Spiritual life is the emancipation of consciousness. 
Thought Relics. 


Aprit 8 


There comes the morning with the golden basket in 
her right hand bearing the wreath of beauty, silently to 
crown the earth. Gitanjali, 


When we ate more to ourselves, then the world is less 
to us. Thought Relics. 


The night opens the flowers in secret and allows the 
day to get thanks. Stray Birds. 
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APRIL 9 
Truth loves its limits, for there it meets the beautiful. 
Fireflies. 
God’s great power is in the gentle breeze, not in the 
storm. Stray Birds. 


The sun breaks out from the clouds on the day when 
I must go, and the sky gazes upon the earth like God’s 
wonder. Crossing. 


APRIL 10 


Rest belongs to the work as the eyelids to the eyes. 
Stray Birds. 


Existence is the play of the fountain of immortality. 
Thought Relics. 


My poet, is it thy delight to stand at the portal of my 
ears, silently to listen to thine own eternal ceascaer 
itanjal. 


APRIL 11 


My heart is sad, for it knows not from where comes its 
call. Crossing. 


Thought feeds itself with its own words and grows. 
Stray Birds. 


Could the child bring such a joy to the heart of man if 
age and death were true ? Thought Relics. 
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APRIL 12 
I see thy silent figure and suddenly catch thine eyes 


gazing upon me. Crossing, 
The speech of my heart will be carried on in Bars 
of a song. Gitanjali. 


My offerings are not for the temple at the end of the 
road, but for the wayside shrines that surprise me at every 
bend. Fireflies. 


APRIL 13 


That which oppresses me, is it my soul trying to come 
out in the open, or the soul of the world knocking at my 


heart for its entrance ? Stray Birds. 
Wisdom has the character of the child perfected through 
knowledge and feeling. Thought Relics. 

The joy ran from all the world to build my body. 
Fruit-Gathering. 

APRIL 14 

I feel that all the stars shine in me. The world breaks 
into my life like a flood. Fruit-Gathering. 
Steersman, sit at the helm, for my boat is fretting to be 
free. rossing. 
She who ever has remained in the depth of my being, 
in the twilight of gleams. Gitanjali. 
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APRIL 15 


The water in a vessel is sparkling; the water in the 
sea is dark. 

The small truth has words that are clear; the great 
truth has great silence. Stray Birds. 


Py extinguishing the fire of pain man may find his 
comfort ; but by mastering this fire, he lights his lamp of 
wisdom. Thought Relics. 


The morning light has flooded my eyes—this is thy 
message to my heart. Gitanjalt. 


Aprit 16 


It is the little things that I leave behind for my loved 
ones,—preat things are for everyone. Stray Birds. 


From the words of the poet men take what meanings 
please them ; yet their last meaning points to Thee. 


Gitanjali. 

My clouds, sorrowing in the dark, forget that they 

themselves have hidden the sun. Fireflies. 
APRIL 17 


Woman, thou hast encircled the world’s heart with the 
depth of thy tears as the sea has the earth. Stray Birds. 


The eternal repeats its call at man’s gate in every child, 
and the morning’s message keeps its melody unimpaired. 


Thought Relics. 
True end is not in the reaching of the limit, but in a 
completion which is limitless. Fireflies. 
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ApRIL 18 
Rare is the world’s lowliest seat, rare is its meanest of 
lives. Gitanjali. 
The tree gazes in love at its own beautiful shadow 
which yet it never can grasp. Fireflies. 
Life’s opportunity is to be able to offer hospitality to 
our God. Thought Relics. 
APRIL 19 
Woman, in your laughter you have the music of the 
fountain of life. Stray Birds. 
Man knows himself as great where he sees great men. 
Thought Relics. 
Let my love like sunlight surround you and yet give 
you illumined freedom. Fireles. 
APRIL 20 
God loves man’s lamp-lights better than his own great 
stars. Stray Birds. 


All that I am, that I have, that I hope and all my love 
have ever flowed towards thee in depth of secrecy. 


Gitanjali, 

My offerings are too timid to claim your remembrance, 

and therefore you may remember them. Fireflies. 
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APRIL 21 
“I have lost my dewdrop,’ cries the flower to the 


morning sky that has lost all its stars. Stray Birds. 
I have found my place in the feast of thy songs in 
April. Crossing. 


There were moments when you sang your songs to 
me; and as my pride knows, you will remember that I 


listened and lost my heart. Fugitive. 
APRIL 22 
The best does not come alone. 
It comes with the company of the all. Stray Birds. 
The flower sweetens the air with its perfume; yet its 
last service is to offer itself to Thee. Gitanyali. 
Now let me sit in peace and listen to thy words in the 
soul of my silence. Crossing. 
APRIL 23 


Praise shames me, for I secretly beg for it. 
Stray Birds. 


Pain finds its own music in the notes that joy brings 
to it from heaven, as the pebbles find theirs from the flow 
of the laughing stream. Thought Rehics. 


From the solemn gloom of the temple children run 
out to sit in the dust, 
God watches them play and forgets the priest. 
Fireflies. 
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APRIL 24 


The service of the fruit is precious, the service of the 
flower is sweet, but let my service be the service of the 
leaves in its shade of humble devotion. Stray Birds. 


Deliverance is not for me in renunciation. I feel the 
embrace of freedom in a thousand bonds of delight. 

Gitanjals. 

God seeks comrades and claims love. Fireflies. 


APRIL 25 


Life has become richer by the love that has been lost. 
Stray Birds. 


The lake lies low by the hill, a tearful entreaty of love 
at the foot of the inflexible. Fireflies. 


There, where spreads the infinite sky for the soul to 
take its flight in, reigns the stainless white radiance. 


Gitanjali. 

APRIL 26 
Those who have everything but thee, my God, laugh 
at those who have nothing but thyself. Stray Birds. 


I have roamed from country to country keeping her in 
the core of my heart, and around her have risen and 


fallen the growth and decay of my life. Gitanjali. 
Let those orphaned days that passed without thee be 
forgotten. Crossing. 
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APRIL 27 


I touch God in my song as the hill touches the far- 
away sea with its waterfall. Fireflies. 


Loose the chain and heave the anchor ; we sail by the 
starlight. Crossing. 


My heart is sweet with the memory of the first fresh 
jasmines that filled my hands when I was a child. 
Crescent Moon. 


APRIL 28 


Languor is upon your heart and the slumber is still 
on your eyes. Has not the word come to you that the 
flower is reigning in splendour among thorns ? 

Wake, oh awaken! Let not the time pass in vain. 


Gitanjali. 
Life’s play is swift, life’s playthings fall behind one by 
one and are forgotten. Fireflies. 


I want to give you aie my child, for we are 
drifting in the stream of the world. Crescent Moon. 


APRIL 29 


Do not say, ‘It is morning’, and dismiss it with a 
name of yesterday. See it for the first time as a new-born 
child that has no name. Stray Birds. 


It is not the loss of energy, the waning of life, which 
is peace, but their perfection. _ Thought Relics. 


The burden of self is lightened when I laugh at myself. 
Fireflies. 
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APRIL 30 


My songs share their seat in the heart of the world 
with the music of the clouds and forest. Gardener. 


Bless this little heart, this white soul; he will follow 
you, laughing and talking, and not a doubt in his heart. 
Clasp him to your heart and bless him. 
Crescent Moon. 


When the world sleeps I come to your door. The 
stars are silent andl am afraid to sing.  Fruit-Gathering. 
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Wue)rs the mind is without fear and the head is held high; 
Where knowledge is free ; 


Where the world has not been broken up into frag- 
ments by narrow domestic walls ; 


Where words come out from the depth of truth ; 


Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards 
perfection ; 


Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way 
into the dreary desert sand of dead habit ; 


Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever- 
widening thought and action— 


Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country 
awake, Gitanjali. 
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May 1 


ee ee re ee te ee 


My holiday must be taken through yours, finding 
light in the dance of your eyes. Fugitive. 
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Tt is the fact that we enjoy, which unites us with all 
, things through the relationship of love. 

; Creative Unity. 
\ As the leaf of the lotus abides on the water, 

i So Thou art my lord and I am Thy servant. 

Kabir’s Poems. 
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May 2 


The stream of truth flows through its channels of 
mistakes. Stray Birds. 


Their number is not small who with their lives sing 
the epic of the freedom of soul, but will never be known 
in history. Thought Relics. 


The fireflies, twinkling among leaves, make the stars 
wonder. Fireflies. 
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May 3 


Thou hast led me through my crowded travels of the 
day to my evening’s loneliness. 
I wait for its meaning through the stillness of the night. 


Stray Birds. 

Who can truly pray for peace? Only they who are 
ready to renounce. Thought Relics. 
The mountain remains unmoved at its seeming defeat 
by the mist. ireflies. 

May 4 

Lord, I have come to thee, to be taken into the path 

of the Supreme Truth. Fruit-Gathering. 
While the rose said to the sun, ‘I shall ever remember 
thee’, her petals fell to the dust. Fireflies. 


Accept me, Lord, accept me for this while. 
Do not turn away thy face from my heart’s dark 
secrets. Crossing. 


May 5 


“How may I sing to thee and worship thee, O Sun ?’ 
asked the little flower. 

‘By the simple silence of thy purity,’ answered the 
sun. Stray Birds. 


Men of tranquil mind never seek the eternal in things 
of the moment. Thought Relics. 


The dewdrop knows the sun only within its own tiny 
orb. Fireflies. 
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May 6 
The wind is stirred into the murmur of music at this 
time of my departure. Crossing. 


The world speaks to me in pictures, my soul answers 
in music. Fireflies. 


Thus it is that thy joy in me is so full. 
O, thou lord of the heavens, where would be thy love 
if I were not? Gitanjali. 


May 7 
We live in this world when we love it. Stray Birds. 


In life’s growth every stage has its perfection, the flower 


as well as the fruit. Thought Relics. 
The sky tells its beads all night on the countless stars 
in memory of the sun. Fireflies. 
May 8 
Let the dead have the immortality of fame, but the 
living the immortality of love. Stray Birds. 
It is the function of our soul to build its heaven upon 
the foundation of the earth. Thought Relics. 
The darkness of night, like pain, is dumb; the darkness 
of dawn, like peace, is silent. Fireflies. 
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¢ May 9 

‘ Ever in my life have I sought thee with my songs. 

{ stanjall. 


Some have thought deeply and explored the meaning 
of thy truth, and they are great ; 

I have listened to catch the music of thy play, and I am 
glad. Fireflies. 


Let me not pursue many paths to gather many things. 
Crossing. 
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May 10 


The dim silence of my mind seems filled with crickets’ 
chirp—the grey twilight of sound. Stray Birds. 


It was my songs that taught me all the lessons I ever 
learnt. Gitanjali. 


The lotus offers its beauty to the heaven, the grass its 
service to the earth. Fireflies. 


May 11 ’ 


My heart is homesick to-day for the one sweet hour 
across the sea of time. Stray Birds. 


_ _ That we have been wounded is a fact which can be 
ignored, but that we have been brave is a truth of the 
highest importance. Thought Relics. 
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The night is dark, my Lord, and thy pilgrim is blinded. 
Hold thou my hand. Crossing. 
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May 12 
The bird-song is the echo of the morning light back 
from the earth. Stray Birds. 
Deliver me from my own shadows, my Lord, from the 
wrecks and confusion of my days. Crossing. 
O thou beautiful, there in the nest it is thy love that 
encloses the soul. Gitanjali, 
May 13 
Let only that little be left of me whereby I may never 
hide thee. Gitanjali. 
It is in our own consciousness that the universe knows 
itself. Thought Relics. 
Thou hast given me thy love, filling the world with 
thy gifts. Crossing. 
May 14 
Dark clouds become heaven’s flowers when kissed by 
light. Stray Birds. 


If but once you should raise your loving eyes to my 
face, it would make my life sweet beyond death. 


Gardener. 
Through the silent night I hear the returning vagrant 
hopes of the morning knock at my heart. Fireflies. 
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May 15 
The night’s silence, like a deep lamp, is burning with 
the light of its milky way. Stray Birds. 
What comes from your willing hands I take. I beg for 
nothing more. Garaener. 


My new love comes, bringing to me the eternal wealth 
of the old. Fireflies. 


May 16 
Is not this mountain like a flower, with its petals of 
hills, drinking the sunlight ? Stray Birds. 


Grant me that I may not be a coward, feeling your 
metcy in my success alone; but let me find the grasp of 


your hand in my failure. Fruit Gathering. 
When the shroud of darkness will be lifted from my 
soul, it will bring music to thy smile. Crossing. 


May 17 


Find your beauty, my heart, from the world’s move- 
ment, like the boat that has the grace of the wind and the 
water. Stray Birds. 


On the seashore of endless worlds is the great rei 
of children. Gitanjalt. 


When thou savest me, my Lord, the steps are lighter in 
the march of thy worlds. TOSSING, 
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May 18 


We fulfil our destiny when we go back from forms to 
joy, from law to love, when we untie the knot of the finite 


and hark back to the infinite. Sadbana. 
Trust love even if it brings sorrow. Do not close up 
your heart. Gardener. 


My mind has its true union with thee, O sky, at the 
window which is mine own, and not in the open where 


thou hast thy sole kingdom. Fireflies. 
May 19 

My holiday is an endless freedom for love to disturb 

me, Fugitive. 

Love is the perfection of consciousness. Sadbana. 


When we know the Infinite Soul as the final truth, 
then through our union with it we realise the joy of our 
soul. Creatwe Unity. 


May 20 


My life’s empty flute waits for its final music like the 
ptimal darkness before the stars came out. Fireflies. 


We never can have a true view of man unless we have 
a love for him. Sadhana. 


Our consciousness of this world is perfect when it 


realises all things as spiritually one with itself. 
Creative Unity. 
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May 21 


Lift me into thy world and let me have the freedom 
gladly to lose my all. Stray Birds. 


Make way, O bud, make way, burst open thy heart and 
make way. The opening spirit has overtaken thee, canst 
thou remain a bud any longer ? Fugitive. 


Emancipation from the bondage of the soil is no free- 
dom for the tree. Fireflies. 


May 22 


My heart, with its lapping waves of song, longs to 
caress this green world of the sunny day. Stray Birds. 


All is done and finished in the eternal heaven. But 
earth’s flowers of illusion are kept eternally fresh by death. 
Gardener. 


The tapestry of life’s story is woven with the threads 
of life’s ties ever joining and breaking. Fireflies. 


May 23 


Wayside grass, love the star, then your dreams will 
come out in flowers. Stray Birds. 


He who can open the bud does it so simply. He gives 
it a glance, and the life-sap stirs through its veins. 


Fruit-Gathering. 
My heart sits in the shadow of the rains, waiting for 
thy love. Crossing. 
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May 24 


‘ 

| Is reaching the shore a greater prize than sa ath 
with you? ugitive. 
{ My soul to-night loses itself in the silent heart of a 
{ tree standing alone among the whispers of immensity. 

! Fireflies. 
{ Hold thy faith firm, my heart, 

i The day will dawn. Crossing. 


May 25 


Knowledge is precious to us, because we shall never 
have time to complete it. Gardener. 


Let not my thanks to thee rob my silence of its fuller 
homage. Fireflies. 


The light of thy music illumines the world. 
The life breath of thy music runs from sky to sky. 
Gitanjals. 


May 26 


« | have sung the songs of thy day. 
In the evening let me carry thy lamp through the 
stormy path. Stray Birds. 


The same stream of life that runs through my veins 
night and day runs through the world and dances in 
rhythmic measures. Gitanjah. 


Life’s aspirations come in the guise of children. 
Fireflies. 
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May 27 


I do not ask thee into the house. 
Come into my infinite loneliness, my Lover. 
Stray Birds. 


Love pre SEK is sacred; it shines like gems in 
the gloom of the hidden heart. Gardener. 


The faded flower sighs that the spring has vanished 
for ever. Fireflies. 


May 28 


The trembling leaves of this tree touch my heart like 
the fingers of an infant child. Stray Birds. 


Children have their play on the seashore of worlds. 
Gitanjali, 


In my life’s garden my wealth has been of the shadows 
and lights that are never gathered and stored. _— Fireflies. 


May 29 


Let your music, like a sword, pierce the noise of the 
market to its heart. Stray Birds. 


Let me not crave in anxious fear to be saved, but hope 
for the patience to win my freedom. Fruit-Gathering. 


The fruit that I have gained for ever is that which thou 
hast accepted. Fireflies. 
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‘ May 30 ? 
I have learnt the simple meaning of thy whispers in } 
flowers and sunshine. Stray Birds. ° 
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The great power of beauty is in its modesty. It must 
have our all or nothing, therefore it never asks. 


Thought Relics. 

The jasmine knows the sun to be her brother in the 
heaven. Fireflies. 

May 31 

Let me not look for allies in life’s battlefield, but to 
my own strength. Frait-Gathering. 
The wistful face of the earth, weaving its autumn mists, 
wakens longing in my heart. Crossing. 


Over my thoughts and actions, my slumbers and 
dreams, she reigned yet dwelled alone and apart. 
Gitanjalt. 
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SUMMER 


My love, I will keep you hidden in my eyes: 


+ | will thread your image like a gem on my joy and hang 
. it on my bosom. 


You have been in my heart ever since I was a child, 
ices pee my youth, throughout my life, even 
through all my dreams. 


You dwell in my being when I sleep and when I wake. 
Fugitive. 
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Licut, my light, the world-filling light, the eye-kissing 
light, heart-sweetening light | 

Ah, the light dances, my darling, at the centre of my 
life ; the light strikes, my darling, the chords of my love ; 
the sky opens, the wind runs wild, laughter passes over the 
earth, 


The butterflies spread their sails on the sea of light. 


_ Lilies and jasmines surge up on the crest of the waves of 


~ 


~ 


light. 
The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, my 
darling, and it scatters gems in profusion. 


Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my darling, and gladness 
without measure. The heaven’s river has drowned its 
banks and the flood of joy is abroad. 

Gitanjalt. 
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‘June 1 


Let my thoughts come to you, when I am gone, like 
the afterglow of sunset at the margin of starry silence. 


Stray Birds. 

The true meaning of living is ey it is ever 
growing out of itself. bought Relics. 
Behind the silent dark walks the Unseen Comer, and 
my heart trembles. Crossing. 

JUNE 2 

Light in my heart the evening star of rest, and then let 
the night whisper to me of love. Stray Birds. 
Let me not beg for the stilling of my pain, but for the 
heart to conquer it. Fruit-Gathering. 


The Hidden Banner is planted in the temple of the sky : 
Still your mind to silence before that splendour. 
Kabir’s Poems. 
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JUNE 3 


The day of work is done. Hide my face in your arms, 
Mother. 


Let me dream. Stray Birds. 
We must Pay our homage to God where he rules ; but 
we may laugh at him where he loves. Thought Relics. 


Your voice, free bird, reaches my sleeping nest, and 
my drowsy wings dream of a voyage to the light above the 
clouds. Fireflies. 


JUNE 4 


Let me not pray to be sheltered from dangers, but to be 
fearless in facing them. ruit-Gathering. 


You came to my door in the dawn and sang. 
Crossing. 


I see with eyes open and smile, and behold his beauty 
everywhere. Kabir’s Poems. 


June 5 


I have seen thee as the half-awakened child sees his 
mother in the dusk of the dawn and then smiles and sleeps 
again, Stray Birds. 


Music fills the infinite between two souls. Fugitive. 


I have stilled my restless mind, and my heart is radiant. 
Kabir’s Poems. 
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: While I was passing with the crowd in the road I saw 
‘ thy smile from the balcony, and I sang and forgot all noise. 
‘ Stray Birds. 
Our will attains its perfection when it is one with love, 
+ for only love is true freedom. Thought Relics. 
When I awake in thy love, my night of ease will be 
tended. 

The sunrise will touch my heart with its touchstone of 
fire. Crossing. 
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JUNE 7 


Thete is an anguish in my heart for the burden of its 
riches not given to you. Fruit-Gathering. 


Dead leaves when they lose themselves in soil take part 
in the life of the forest. Fireflies. 


Where the mind is without fear and the head is held 
high. Gitanyjali, 
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JUNE 8 


Love’s pain sang round my life like the unplumbed sea, 
and love’s joy sang like birds in its lowering groves. 
Stray Birds. 


Light, oh, where is the light ? Kindle it with the burn- 
ing fire of desire. Gitanjali. 


The mind ever seeks its words from its sounds and 
silence as the sky from its darkness and light.  Furefies. 
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JUNE 9 
Thou art the sky, and thou art the nest qs well. 
Gitanjali. 
Send me the love that keeps the heart still with the 
fulness of peace. Fruit-Gathering. 


The unseen dark plays on his flute and the rhythm of 
light eddies into stars and suns, into thoughts and dreams. 
Fireflies. 


JUNE 10 


They light their own lamps and sing their own words 
in their temples. 
But the birds sing thy name in thine own morning light 


—for thy name is joy. Stray Birds. 
How can the body touch the flower which only the 
spirit may touch ° Gardener. 
Come to me like summer cloud, spreading thy showers 
from sky to sky. Crossing. 
JUNE 11 
With every breath we draw we must realise this truth, 
that we are living in God. Personality. 
Day offers to the silence of stars his golden lute to be 
tuned for the endless life. Fireflies. 


If you remain divided, offering part of yourself to God 
and part elsewhere, then everything will become difficult. 
Gora. 
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JUNE 12 


{ If thou speakest not, I will fill my heart with thy silence 
and endure it. Gitanjali. 
{ I believe in a spiritual world, not as anything separate 
{ from this world, but as its innermost truth. Passoaaty. 
{ 
{ 
i 


This world is the world of wild storms kept tame with 
the music of beauty. Stray Birds. 
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JUNE 13 
Who except God visits the poor ? Fugitive. 


The centre is still and silent in the heart of an eternal ' 
dance of circles. Fireflies. 


Thou hast brought the distant near and made a brother 
of the stranger. Gitanyalt. 
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JUNE 14 


Sit still, my heart, do not raise your dust. 
Let the world find its way to you. Stray Birds. 


If I call not thee in my prayers, if I keep not thee in my 


i ed “> 


) 

heart, thy love for me still waits for my love.  Gitanjalt. ° 
Spring scatters the petals of flowers that are not for ' 

the fruits of the future, but for the moment’s whim. I 
Fireflies. 
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JUNE 15 
The bow whispers to the arrow before it speeds forth— 
‘Your freedom is mine’. Stray Birds. 


Love spontaneously gives itself in endless gifts. 
Sadhana. 


Joy freed from the bonds of earth’s slumber rushes 


into numberless leaves, and dances in the air for a day. 
Fireflies. 
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JUNE 16 


My heart is like the golden casket of thy kiss, said the 
sunset cloud to the sun. Stray Birds. 


Love is not a mere sentiment ; it is truth; it is the joy 
that is the root of all creation. Sadbana. 


Woman’s smile removes all care from the house: her 
love is of God’s grace. Sacrifice. 
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JUNE 17 


By touching you may kill, by keeping away you may 
possess. Stray Birds. 


Lay down your flute, my love, leave your arms free 
to embrace me. Fugitive. 


My thoughts, like sparks, ride on winged surprises, 
carrying a single laughter. Fireflies. 
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JuNE 18 
The burning log bursts in flame and cries,—‘ This is 
my flower, my death’. Stray Birds. 
Days are coloured bubbles that float upon the surface 
of fathomless night. Fireflies. 


I wait for thy shower to come down in the night, 
when I open my breast and receive it in silence. 
Crossing. 


JUNE 19 
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‘I cannot keep your waves,’ says the bank to the + 
river. ‘ 
‘Let me keep your footprints in my heart.’ 
Stray Birds. 

Give me the supreme courage of love, this is nf 
ptayer—the courage to speak, to do, to suffer at thy will, ; 
to leave all things or be left alone. Fugitive. 
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The departing night’s one kiss on the closed eyes of 
morning glows in the star of dawn. Fireflies. 


JUNE 20 


The day, with the noise of this little earth, drowns 
the silence of all worlds. Stray Birds. 


My mind starts up at some flash on the flow of its 
thoughts like a brook at a sudden liquid note of its own 
that is never repeated. Fireflies. 


I shall make my heart simple and pure and my mind 
peaceful to be able truly to serve you. Sacrifice. 
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Jung 21 


You came down from your throne and stood at my 
cottage door. Gitanalt, 


Teach me thy lessons, O love, give me the power of 


_ the weak and the weapon of the unarmed hand. — Chitra. 


Let the last touch of your hands be gentle like the 


flower of the night. Gardener. 
JUNE 22 
I have met thee where night touches the edge of the 
day. Crossing. 
When old words die out on the tongue, new melodies 
break forth from the heatt. Gitanjalt. 
Life is perpetual creation. It has its truth when it 
outgrows itself in the infinite. Personality. 
JUNE 23 
Maiden, your simplicity, like the blueness of the lake, 
reveals your depth of truth. Stray Birds. 
The flute steals the smile from my friend’s lips and 
spreads it over my life. Fruit-Gathering. 
You ate our star, to lead us across the pathless sea of 
ife. Sacrifice. 
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JUNE 24 


When the sun goes down to the West, the East of his 
morning stands before him in silence. Stray Birds. 


The flower of my desire shall never drop into the dust 
before it has ripened to fruit. Chitra. 


The child ever dwells in the mystery of ageless time, 
unobscured by the dust of history. Fireflies. 


JUNE 25 


Only a portion of my gift is in this world, the rest of 
it is in my dreams. Crossing. 


Let love melt into memory and pain into songs. 
Gardener. 


A light laughter in the steps of creation carries it swiftly 
across time. Fireflies. 


JUNE 26 


Night’s darkness is a bag that bursts with the gold of 
the dawn. Stray Birds. 


If individual notes could claim a prolonged endlessness 
then they would miss their true eternity which is the 
music. Thought Relics. 


I know you will win my heart some day, my lover. 
Crossing. 
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JuNE 27 


Our desire lends the colours of the rainbow to the mere 
mists and vapours of life. Stray Birds. 


It is the labour of a lifetime to make one’s true self 
known and honoured. Chitra. 


Through your stars you gaze deep into my dreams. 
Crossing. 
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JuNE 28 


Someone has secretly left in my hand a flower of love. 
Crossing. 


She who is ever returning to God his own outflowing 
of sweetness, she is the ever-fresh beauty and youth in 
nature. Fruit-Gathering. 


There smiles the Divine Child among his playthings of 
unmeaning clouds and ephemeral lights and shadows. 


Fireflies. 

JUNE 29 
In love the aim is neither pain nor pleasure but love 
only. Fugitive. 


It was only the budding of leaves in the summer, the 
summer that came into the garden by the sea. 


Lover's Gift. 
Thy sunbeam comes upon this earth of mine with out- 
stretched arms, Gitanjali. 
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JUNE 30 
My friend, your great heart shone with the sunrise of 
the East like the snowy summit of a lonely hill in the dawn. 
Stray Birds. 
The wisdom of living is in that which gives you the 
power to give it up. For death is the gate of immortality. 
Personalsty, 


The jasmine’s lisping of love to the sun is her flowers. 
Fireflies. 
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Jury 1 


I think such an evening had come to me only once 
before in all my births. acrifice 


Love is lit from love as fire from fire, but whence 
came the first flame? Fugitive. 


Perpetual giving up is the truth of life. 
The perfection of this is our life’s perfection. 


Personality. 
Juty 2 

The movement of life has its rest in its own music. 
Stray Birds. 
; Leave all thy burdens on his hands who can bear all, 
and never look behind in regret. Gitanjalt. 
This life of ours has been filled with the gifts of the 
Divine Giver. Personality. 
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Jury 3 
Where man is at his greatest, he is unconscious. 
Nationalism. 


Light finds her treasure of colours through the antagon- 
ism of clouds, Fireflies. 


The consciousness of the infinite in us proves itself by 
our joy in giving ourselves out of our abundance. 


Personality, 

Juty 4 
The fact that I am indispensable is proved by the fact 
that I am. Thought Relics. 


My heart to-day smiles at its past night of tears like a 
wet tree glistening in the sun after the rain is over. 
Fireflies. 


Let us live. Let us have the true joy of life, which is 
the joy of the poet in pouring himself out in his poems. 
Personality. 


Juty 5 


In heart’s perspective the distance looms ane om 
tray Birds. 


Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever- 
widening thought and action—into that heaven of free- 
dom, my Father, let my country awake. Gitanyali. 


I have thanked the trees that have made my life fruitful, 
but have failed to remember the grass that has ever kept 
it green. Fireflies. 
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Jury 6 


In many a morning and eve thy footsteps have been 
heard, and thy messenger has come within my heart and 
) called me in secret. Gitanjalt. 


| 

The one without second is emptiness, the other one | 

makes it true. Fireflies. } 
The most important fact of the present age is that all | 

the different races of man have come together. We have ° 
‘ 
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to prove our humanity by solving this problem by the help 
of our higher nature. Nationalism. 


JuLy 7 


Through the sadness of all things I hear the crooning 
of the Eternal Mother. Stray Birds, 


If you cannot love me, beloved, forgive me my pain. 
Do not look askance at me from afar. I will steal back to 


my corner and sit in the dark. Gardener. 
Someone has stolen my heart, and scattered it abroad in 
the sky. Crossing. 
Jury 8 
Tam a child in the dark. 
I stretch my hands through the coverlet of night for 
thee, Mother. Stray Birds. 


To wake up in love is not to wake up in a world of 
' sweetness, but in the world of heroic endeavours where 
, life wins its eternity through death, and joy its worth in 
, suffering. Thought Relics. 


Be not ashamed, my brothers, to stand before the proud 
and powerful with your white robes of simpleness. 
Nationalism. 
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Juxx 9 
Let me not shame thee, Father, who displayest thy glory 
in thy children. Stray Birds. 
We have not crushed joy to the utmost to wring from 
it the wine of pain. Gardener. 
Have you not heard the tune which the Unstruck Music 
is playing. Kabir’s Poems. 
JuLy 10 
Thy sunshine smiles upon the winter days of my heart, 
never doubting of its spring flowers. Stray Birds. 


At the immortal touch of thy hands my little heart loses 


its limits in joy and gives birth to utterance ineffable. 
Gitanjali. 
Let your crown be of humility, your freedom the free- 
dom of the soul. Nationalism. 

Juxy 11 
Thou crossest desert lands of barren years to reach the 
moment of fulfilment. Stray Birds. 
Restraint is the gateway of the good. 

Thought Relics. 


Build God’s throne daily upon the ample bareness of 
your poverty, and know that what is huge is not great 
and pride is not everlasting. Nationalism. 
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Juty 12 


Thou wilt find, Eternal Traveller, marks of thy foot- 
steps across my songs. Stray Birds, 


Come, Peace, thou daughter of God’s own great suffer- 
ing. ationalism. 


Beauty is omnipresent, therefore everything is capable 
of giving us joy. Sadhana. 


JuLy 13 
To-night there is a stir arons the palm-leaves, a swell 
in the sea, Full Moon, like the heart-throb of the world. 


From what unknown sky hast thou carried in thy silence 
the aching secret of love ? Stray Birds. 


This is my prayer to thee, my Lord—give me the 
strength to make my love fruitful in service.  Gitanjali. 


Thy morning waits behind the patient dark of the East, 
meek and silent. Nationalism. 


Juty 14 


I dream of a star, an island of light, where I shall be 
born, and in the depth of its quickening leisure my life 
will ripen its works. Stray Birds. 


Whatever is good is true, and can never perish. 
Fugitive. 
Darkness is the veiled bride, silently waiting for the 
errant light to return to her bosom. . Fireflies. 
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Jury 15 


Joy turns into pain when the door by which it should 
depart is shut against it. Chitra. 


The wind of heaven blows, the anchor desperately 
clutches the mud, and my boat is beating its breast against 
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, the chain. Fireflies. } 
He who has seen God and touched him, is freed from ; 
‘all fear and trouble. Kabir’s Poems. 
) 
Jury 16 


Man’s history is waiting in patience for the triumph of 
the insulted man. Stray Birds. 
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Bring your offerings of worship for the sacred Sunrise. 
Nationalism. 


There is a secret joy in the bosom of the night. 
Let me fill my heart with it and carry it in secret all 
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the day. Crossing. 
JuLy 17 
Lead me, my Guide, before the light fades, into the i 
{ valley of quiet where life’s harvest mellows into golden 4 
wisdom. Stray Birds. } 
Give me the strength to raise my mind high above }; 
+ daily trifle, Gitanjali, } 
My heart bends in worship like a dew-laden flower. 
Crossing. 
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Juty 18 


I feel thy gaze upon my heart this moment like the 
sunny silence of the morning upon the lonely field whose 
harvest is over. Stray Birds. 


The cloud gives all its gold to the departing sun and 
greets the rising moon with only a pale smile. Fireflies. 


There is only one history—the history of Man. All 
national histories are chapters in the larger one. 
Nationalism. 


Juty 19 


Hands cling to hands and eyes linger on eyes: thus 
begins the record of our hearts. Gardener. 


Is not this earth also His who made Heaven ? 
Fruit-Gathering. 
Her wistful face haunts my dreams like the rain at 
night. Stray Birds. 


JuLy 20 


The music of beauty appeals to our heart with the 
truth that it is meekness inherits the earth. Sadhana. 


Reality is the harmony which gives to the component 
parts of a thing the equilibrium of the whole. 
Nationalism, 


The cup of evening overbrimmed with love and music 
and I sat with someone, the memory of whose face is in 
that setting star. Sacrifice. 
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Jury 24 


The mystery of creation is like the darkness of aah 
it is great. Stray Bi 


When I woke from my slumber and opened my eyes, 
I at thee standing by me, flooding my sleep with thy 
smile 

How I had feared that the path was long and wearisome 
and the struggle to reach thee was hard | Gitanjali. 


Your careless gifts of a moment, like the meteors of an 
autumn night, catch fire in the depth of my being. 
Fireflies. 


JuLy 25 
You have been in my heart ever since I was a child. 
Fugitive. 
Let me for ever sit with my hope on the brink of its 
realisation, and thus end my days. Chitra. 
Free me, as free as are the birds of the wild, the 
wanderers of unseen paths. Crossing. 


Jury 26 


If you have found God, then give yourself utterly, 
and take him to you. Kabir’s Poems. 


This is the ultimate object of our existence that we 
must ever know that beauty is truth, truth beauty. 


Sadhana. 
The highest education is that which makes our life in 
harmony with all existence. Personality. 
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JuLy 27 
These little thoughts are the rustle of leaves; they 
have their whisper of joy in my mind. Stray Birds. 


Great peace is in the sky. It seems to gather all the 
world into its arms. Sacrifice. 


Pleasure is frail like a dewdrop, while it laughs it dies. 
But sorrow is strong and abiding. 
Let sorrowful love wake in your eyes. Gardener. 
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Juty 28 


This day is dear to me above all other days, for to-day 
the Beloved Lord is a guest in my house. 
Kabir’s Poems. 


We have come to this world to accept it, not merely 
to know it. Personality. 


My life, like the dewdrop upon a lotus leaf, is trembling 
upon the heart of this great time. Sacrifice. 
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Jury 29 


When a man does not realise his a i with the 
world, he lives in a prison-house whose walls are alien 
to him. Sadhana. 
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My love of to-day finds no home in the nest deserted } 
by yesterday’s love. Fireflies. % 
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From the beginning until the ending of time there is 
love between thee and me. And how shall such love be 
extinguished ? Kabir’s Poems. 
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Juty 31 
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Juty 30 
The trees come up to my window like the yearning 
voice of the dumb earth. Stray Birds. 
The heart is only for giving away. Gardener. 
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Thou hast vanished from my reach, leaving an im- 
palpable touch in the blue of the sky, an invisible image 
in the wind moving among the shadows. 

Fireflies. 


JuLy 31 


His own mornings are new surprises to God. 
Stray Birds. 


The shy shadow in the garden loves the sun in silence. 
Flowers guess the secret, and smile, while the leaves 
whisper. Fireflies. 

Rejoice | 

For Night’s fetters have broken, the dreams have 
vanished. Crossing. 
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Tuov art the sky and thou art the nest as well. 


O thou beautiful, there in the nest it is thy love that 
encloses the soul with colours and sounds and odours. 


There comes the morning with the golden basket in 
her tight hand bearing the wreath of beauty, silently to 
crown the earth. 


And there comes the evening over the lonely meadows 
deserted by the herds, through trackless paths, carrying 
cool draughts of peace in her golden pitcher from the 
western ocean of rest. 

But there, where spreads the infinite sky for the soul to 
take her flight in, reigns the stainless white radiance. 
There is no Soy nor night, nor form nor colour, and never, 
never a word. Gitanjali. 
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AUGUST 1 


Essentially man is a lover. His freedom is in love, 
which is another name for perfect comprehension. 
Sadhana. 


My faith has come to me perfected in the form of a 
woman. Sacrifice. 


Your Lord dwells within you, why need your outward 
eyes be opened ? Kabir’s Poems. 


AUGUST 2 


The waterfall sings, ‘I find my song, when I find my 
freedom ’. Stray Birds. 


From my heart comes out and dances the image of my 
own desire. 
The gleaming vision flits on. Gardener. 


I am one with the life of this world. Sacrifice. 
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AuGusrT 3 


Woman, when you move about in your household 
service your limbs sing like a hill stream among its 


pebbles. Stray Birds. 
I came to offer thee a flower, but thou must have all 
my garden,— 
It is thine. Fireflies. 
I shall make my heart simple and pure, and my mind 
peaceful. acrifice. 
AuGust 4 
The sun goes to cross the Western sea, leaving its last 
salutation to the East. Stray Birds. 
Our soul can only find out its truth by unifying itsel 
with others, and only then it has its joy. Sadhana. 
Thy word has rent Night’s veils: the buds of the 
morning are opened. Crossing. 
AUGUST 5 
Give me the strength never to disown the poor, or 
bend my knees before insolent might. Gitanjalt. 
Life’s greetings spread from the East to the West. 
Crossing. 
My untuned strings beg for music in their ay fo 
cty of shame. ireflies. 
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Aucust 6 


The world rushes on over the strings of the lingering 
heart making the music of sadness. Stray Birds. 


To understand anything is to find in it something which 
is our own. adbana. 


The clouded sky to-day bears the vision of the shadow 
of a divine sadness on the forehead of brooding eternity. 
Fireflies. 


Aucust 7 


When a man feels the rhythmic throb of the soul-life 
of the whole world in his own soul, then he is free. 


adhana. 
Flushed with the glow of sunset earth seems like a ripe 
fruit ready to be harvested by night. Fireflies. 


The Supreme is giving himself in his world and I am 
making it mine, like a poem which I realise by finding 
myself in it. Personality, 


Aucust 8 


I saw you gathering flowers—clad in white, like the 
dawn bathed in radiance. And I said, “Make me proud 
by allowing me to help you’. Fugitive. 


Give us strength to love, to love fully, our life in its 
joys and sorrows, in its gains and losses, in its rise and 
Sadhana. 


Child, thou bringest to my heart the babble of the wind 
and the water, the flowers’ speechless secrets, the clouds’ 


dreams, the mute gaze of wonder of the morning sky. 
Fireflies. 
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AvuGusT 9 


{ 
Children are God’s own creation. Personality. 
{ In love the sense of difference is obliterated and the 
human soul fulfils its ey dl vi in perfection, tran- 
scending the limit of itself and reaching across the threshold 
of the infinite. Sadhana. 


Put thy cleverness away : love is something other than 
this, and he who has sought it truly has found it. 
Kabir’s Poems. 
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AvuGust 10 


His blessing would silently flow out to her from the 
very depth of his heart. Gora. 


In our pleasures we are confined to ourselves; in the 
good we are freed and belong to all. Sadhana. 
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Whisper something to my ears, which will overflow 
this life with sweetness, flooding death itself. Sacrifice. 


AUGUST 11 \ 


Like the meeting of the seagulls and the waves we meet 

and come near. 
The seagulls fly off, the waves roll away and we depart. 
Stray Birds. 


The storm still seeks its end in peace when it strikes 
against peace with all its might. Gitanjalt. 


My guest has come to my door in the autumn morning. 
Sing, my heart, sing thy welcome. Crossing. 
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AUGUST 12 


My day is done, and I am like a boat drawn on the 
beach, listening to the dance music of the tide in the 
evening. Stray Birds. 


Love is the highest bliss that man can attain, for 
through it alone he truly knows that he is more than 


himself, and that he is at one with All. Sadbana. 
Your Lord is near, yet you are climbing the palm-tree 
to seek him. Kabir’s Poems. 


AuGusT 13 


I am thankful that my lot lies with the humble, who 
suffer. Fruit-Gathering. 


The revealment of the infinite in the finite is not seen 
in its perfection in the starry heavens, in the beauty of 


flowers. It is in the soul of man. Sadhana. 
Beauty smiles in the confinement of the bud in the 
heart of a sweet incompleteness. Fireflies. 
AUGUST 14 
The perfect decks itself in beauty for the love of the 
imperfect. Stray Birds. 
This is my prayer to thee, my lord, strike, strike at the 
toot of penury in my heart. Gitanjali, 
You did not know yourself when you dwelt alone. 
Frait-Gathering. 
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Aucust 15 


I came and you awoke and the skies blossomed with 
light, Frait-Gathering. 

Evil has to pass on, it has to grow into good. 
adhana. 


T have come to thee to take thy touch before I begin 
‘the day. Crossing. 


Avcust 16 


He who has seen God—his work and his rest are filled 
with music: he sheds abroad the radiance of love. 


Kabir’s Poems. 


In the history of man moments have come when we 
have heard the music of God’s life touching Man’s in 
perfect harmony. Personality. 


It is our gaze which gives to the blue of the autumn 
sky its wistful tinge and human yearning. Reminiscences. 


Aucusr 17 


The rain falls, and my heart longs for my Lord. Where 
the rhythm of the world rises and falls thither my heart 
has reached. Kabir’s Poems. 


Is the song of the sea in tune only with the rising 
waves? Does it not also sing with the waves that fall ? 
Fruit-Gathering, 


Listen to the prayer of the forest for its freedom in 
flowers. Fireflies, 
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Avucusr 18 


‘I give my whole water in joy,’ sings the waterfall, 
‘ though little of it is enough for the thirsty.’ 


Stray Birds. 
This autumn has flooded my unburdened mind with 
an unreasoning joy. Reminiscences. 


Man is now upon his career of creative life: he is to 
give from his abundance. Personality. 


AUuGusT 19 
Where is the fountain that throws up these flowers in 
a ceaseless outbreak of ecstasy ? Stray Birds. 


A poet is a true poet when he can make his personal 
idea joyful to all. Sadbana. 


I bring to thee, night, my day’s empty cup, to be cleaned 
with thy cool darkness for a new morning’s festival. 
Fireflies. 


AUGUST 20 
In my solitude of heart I feel the sigh of this widowed 
evening veiled with mist and rain. Stray Birds. 
Kindle the lamp of love with thy life. Gitanjah. 


The mountain fir, in its rustling, modulates the memory 
of its fights with the storm into a hymn of peace. 
Fireflies. 
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AuGust 21 


The mist, like love, plays upon the heart of the hills 
and brings out surprises of beauty. Stray Birds. 


If existence were an evil, it would wait for no philo- 
sopher to prove it. Sadhana. 


Let thy love’s sunshine kiss the peaks of my thought. 
Crossing. 


AUGUST 22 


I long to dwell in the ever-living life of Man. 
Reminiscences. 


Only by discovering the law of life and following it do 
we become great. Sadhana. 


In the shady depth of life ate the lonely nests of 
memories that shrink from words. Fireflies. 


AUGUST 23 


The poet wind is out over the sea and the forest to 
seek his own voice. Stray Birds. 


Let me carry thy love in my life as a harp does its 
music. Crossing. 


Life sends up in blades of grass its silent hymn of 
praise to the unnamed light. irefiies. 
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AuGUST 24 


Your voice, my friend, wanders in my heart, like the 
muffled suund of the sea among those listening tea 
tray Birds. 


Look upon life and death, there is no separation be- 
tween them; the right hand and the left hand are one and 
the same. Kabir’s Poems. 


I hold tight thy hand, and thy touch is with me in my 
loneliness. Crossing. 


AUGUST 25 


When Love renounces all limits it reaches Truth. 
Kabir’s Poems. 


The universal power will thwart us where we are small, 


where we ate against the current of things; but it will 
help us where we are great, where we ate in unison with 
the all. Sadhana. 
Open thy door to that which must go, for the loss 
becomes unseemly when obstructed. Fireflies. 
Aucusr 26 
Let life be beautiful like summer flowers and death 
like autumn leaves. Stray Birds. 
In pain is symbolised the infinite possibility of per- 
fection, the eternal unfolding of joy. Sadbana. 


Let thy love like stars shine in the darkness of my 
sleep. Crossing. 
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AUGUST 27 


Thy gift of the earliest flower came to me this morning. 
Crossing. 


Man’s will, which is free, must seek for the realisation 
of its freedom in other wills, which are also free; and in 
this is the significance of the spiritual life. Personality. 


Let the touch of thy finger thrill my life’s strings and 
make the music thine and mine. Fireflies. 


Aucust 28 


We gain our freedom when we attain our truest nature. 
Sadhana. 


The inner world rounded in my life like a fruit, matured 
in joy and sorrow, will drop into the darkness of the 
original soil for some further course of creation. 


Fireflies. 
Because the truth of our will is in freedom, therefore 
all our pure joy is in freedom. Personality. 


AuGusT 29 


It came with a message from the land of surprise, and 
it floated from the verge of sunset with a sigh of sorrow. 


Hungry Stones. 
The whole weight of the universe cannot crush out 
this individuality of mine. Sadhana. 


Beauty is the harmony realised in things which are 
bound by law. Love is the harmony in wills which are 
free. Personality. 
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AvucGusT 30 


This longing is for the one who is felt in the dark, 
but not seen in the day. Stray Birds. 


In order to be happy we have to submit our individual 
will to the sovereignty of the universal will. Sadbana. 


When the voice of the Silent touches my words I know 
him and therefore I know myself. Fireflies. 


AUGUST 31 


It is the function of religion not to destroy our nature 
but to fulfil it. Sadbana. 


My last salutations are to them who knew me imperfect 
and loved me. ireflies. 


I will take nothing from others’ hands, but will accept 
all from Him. Gora. 
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Day after day, O Lord of my life, shall I stand before thee 
face to face? With folded hands, O Lord of all worlds, 
shall I stand before thee face to face ? 

Under thy great sky in solitude and silence, with humble 
heart shall I stand before thee face to face ? 

In this laborious world of thine, tumultuous with toil 
and with struggle, among hurrying crowds shall I stand 
before thee face to face ? 

And when my work shall be done in this world, O 


King of kings, alone and speechless shall I stand before 
thee face to face ? 


Gitanjali. 
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SEPTEMBER I 


SEPTEMBER 2 


SEPTEMBER I 


The great earth makes herself hospitable with the help 
of the grass, Stray Birds. 


When a man loves, giving becomes a matter of joy to 
him, like the tree’s surrender of ripe fruit. Sadbana. 


Love’s gift cannot be given, it waits to be accepted. 
ireflies. 


SEPTEMBER 2 
Our true freedom is not the freedom from action, but 
freedom in action. Sadhana. 
I have lived in love and not in mere time. Fireflies. 


Deliver me from all that is untrue, and let the True 
shed pure radiance over my life. Gora. 
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SEPTEMBER 3 


My King’s toad that lies still before my house makes 
my heart wistful. Crossing. 


Surrender yourself fully to God, accepting him as your 
only help. Gora. 


Lucky was my awakening this morning, for I saw my 
beloved. 

The sky was one piece of joy and my life and youth were 
fulfilled. Gitanjali. 


SEPTEMBER 4 


I ask for a moment’s indulgence to sit by your side. 
The works that I have in hand | will finish afterwards. 
Gitanjali, 


The beauty of a poem is bound by strict laws, yet it 
transcends them. Sadhana. 


He is the only adorable One to me, I have none other. 
Kabir’s Poems. 


SEPTEMBER 5 


The sadness of my soul is her bride’s veil; it waits to 
be lifted in the night. Stray Birds. 


Let my song be i as the waking in the morning, 
as the dripping of dew from the leaves. Crossing. 


Go forward rejoicing, ready with all your strength to 
choose the Good. Gora. 
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SEPTEMBER 6 


SEPTEMBER 7 


SEPTEMBER 8 
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SEPTEMBER 6 


I think of other ages that floated upon the stream of 
life and love and death and are forgotten, and I feel the 
freedom of passing away. Stray Birds. 


In the very core of the world’s heart stands immortal 
youth. Death and decay cast over its face momentary 
shadows and pass on. Sadhana. 


My life when young was like a flower—a flower that 
loosens a petal or two from her abundance and never feels 
the loss. Fruit-Gathering. 
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SEPTEMBER 7 


This old, old day of our earth is born again and again 
every morning. Sadhana. 


Is summet’s festival only for fresh blossoms and not 
also for withered leaves and faded flowers ? 
Fruit-Gathering. 


The cloud stood humbly in a corner of the sky. 
The morning crowned it with splendour. 
Stray Birds. 


SEPTEMBER 8 


Our roots must go deep down into the universal if 
we would attain the greatness of personality. Sadhana. 


Few are the wise and the great who sit by my Master, 
but he has taken the foolish in his arms and made me his 
servant for ever. Frait-Gathering. 
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Do not linger to gather flowers to keep them, but walk 
on, for flowers will keep themselves blooming all your i 
Stray Birds. 
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SEPTEMBER 9 


A handful of dust could hide your signal when I did 
not know its meaning. 
Now that I am wiser I read it in all that hid it before. 
Fruit-Gathering. 
The music of the far-away summer flutters round the 
Autumn seeking its former nest. Stray Birds. 


To-day, after the dark night of sorrow, Dawn has came. 
Gora. 


SEPTEMBER 10 


Our Self has to gain by its loss and rise by its surrender. 
Sadbana. 


Be ready to launch forth, my heart !| and let those linger 
who must. 

For your name has been called in the morning sky. 

Wait for none. Fruit-Gathering. 


In the creation of the spiritual world we are God’s 
partners. Personality. 


SEPTEMBER II 


Beauty harmonises in itself the limit and the beyond, 
the law and the liberty. Sadhana. 


The desire of the bud is for the night and dew, but the 
blown flower cries for the freedom of light. 
Burst your sheath, my heart, and come forth ! 


Fruit-Gathering. 
The touch of the nameless days clings to my heart like 
moss round the old tree. Stray Birds. 
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SEPTEMBER 12 


Our life like a river strikes its banks, not to find itself 
closed in by them, but to realise anew every moment that 
it has its unending opening towards the sea. Sadbana. 


I go in search of everlasting youth: I throw away all 
that is not one with my life, nor as light as my laughter. 

Fruit-Gathering. 

In our spiritual attainment, gaining and giving are the 

same thing. Personality, 


SEPTEMBER 13 
Our Self must bend its head low in love and meekness, 
and take its stand where great and small meet. Sadbana. 
My wings are full of the desire of the sky. 
Fruit-Gathering. 


The early dawn of our union broke through our hearts 
in overflowing silence. Sacrifice. 


SEPTEMBER 14 


To move is to meet you every moment, Fellow-Traveller. 
_. The baby does not know all about its mother’s activ- 
ities, but it knows that she is its mother. Personality. 


I have my place in your heart, as your beloved, and in 


your world, as your Queen. Sacrifice. 
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SEPTEMBER 16 


SEPTEMBER 17 


SEPTEMBER 15 


Outwardly nature is busy and restless, inwardly she is 
all silence and peace. Sadhana. 


He who throws his doors open and steps onward 
receives your greeting. Frust-Gathering. 


There is a land where no doubt and sorrow have rule: 
where the terror of death is no more. Kabir’s Poems. 


SEPTEMBER 16 


Goodness and love are infinite, and only in the infinite 
is the perfect realisation of freedom possible. Sadhana. 


There is a secret joy in the bosom of the night. Let 
me fill my heart with it and carry it through the ok 
rossing. 


I do not know other things about God, but I know 


this, Thou art my Father. Personality, 
SEPTEMBER 17 

Friend, you have come to me like the first sudden 

breeze of spring. Sacrifice. 


I have your promise that my portion of the best in 
this world will come from your hands. — Frsit-Gathering. 


A truth opens up the whole horizon; it leads us to 
the Infinite, Sadbana. 
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SEPTEMBER 18 


SEPTEMBER 19 


SEPTEMBER 20 
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SEPTEMBER 18 


The lover seeks his own other self in the beloved. 

adbana. 
Your songs, like birds from the lonely land of snow, 
are winging to build their nests in my heart against the 
warmth of its April, and I am content to wait for the 
merry season. Fruit-Gathering. 
The gs kisses the fading day whispering to his ear, 

“Tam death, your mother. Iam to give you fresh birth.’ 
Stray Birds. 


SEPTEMBER 19 


Man in his rdle of a creator is ever creating forms, 
and they come out of his abounding joy. Sadhana. 


O God, my Father, the world of sins remove from me. 
Personality. 


Dear friend, I feel the silence of your great thoughts 
of many a deepening eventide on this beach when I listen 
to these waves. Stray Birds. 


SEPTEMBER 20 
Love is perfection of consciousness. Sadhana 


At his breath the flower spreads its se and flutters 
in the wind. ruit-Gathering. 


I feel thy beauty, dark night, like that of the loved 
woman when she has put out the lamp. Stray Birds. 
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SEPTEMBER 21 


A mere token is of permanent worth to us when we 
have love in our heart. Sadhana. 


Thou hast made me endless, such is thy pleasure. 
Gitanjali. 
I fear to be led by others, lest I miss you waiting in 
some road corner to be my guide. ruit-Gathering. 


SEPTEMBER 22 


The human soul is on its journey from law to love, 
from discipline to liberation, from the moral plane to the 
spiritual. Sadhana. 


This frail vessel thou emptiest again and again, and 
fillest it ever with fresh life. Gitanjali. 


Wherever there is something which is concretely 
personal and human, there is woman’s world. Personality. 


SEPTEMBER 23 


Love is the ultimate meaning of everything around us. 
Sadhana. 


Thy infinite gifts come to me only on those very small 
hands of mine. 

Ages pass, and still thou pourest, and still there is room 
to fill. Gitanjalt. 
Not hammer-strokes, but dance of the water sings the 
pebbles into perfection. Stray Birds. 
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SEPTEMBER 24 
The night shall wane, the darkness shall vanish, 
Have faith, brave heart. Sadbana. 


When thou commandest me to sing it seems that my 
heart would break with pride; and I look to thy face, 


and tears come to my eyes. Gitanjali. 

My Lord brings to me words of sorrow and words of 

joy, and he himself heals their strife. Kabir’s Poems. 
SEPTEMBER 25 


Man’s abiding happiness is not in getting anything, but 
in giving himself up to what is greater than me . 
adbana. 


All that is harsh and dissonant in my life melts into 
one sweet harmony—and my adoration spreads wings 


like a glad bird on its flight across the sea. Gitanjalt, 
To be outspoken is easy when you do not wait to speak 
the complete truth. Stray Birds 


SEPTEMBER 26 


Wake up from sleep, from the languor of despair ; 
receive the light of new dawn with a song. Sadhana, 


The light of thy music illumines the world. Gitamyalt. 


Love truly by not making your love extravagant: for 
truth can afford to be simple. Sacrifice. 
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SEPTEMBER 28 


SEPTEMBER 29 
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SEPTEMBER 27 


] know thou takest pleasure in my singing. I know 
that only as a singer I come before thy presence. 
Gitanjali. 
This rainy evening the wind is restless. 
I look at the swaying branches and ponder over the 
greatness of all things. Stray Birds. 


Mote than all else do I cherish at heart that love which 
makes me to live a limitless life in this world. 
Kabir’s Poems. 


SEPTEMBER 28 


When our whole mind is bent only upon as use 
of this world, it loses for us its true value. Saabana. 


I touch by the edge of the far-spreading wing of my 
song thy feet which I never could aspire to reach. 


; Gitanali, 
All our spiritual teachers have proclaimed the infinite 
worth of the individual. Personality. 


SEPTEMBER 29 


Intellect sets us apart from the things to be known, 
but love knows its object by fusion. Sadhana. 


The human world is the woman’s world, be it domestic 
or be it full of the other activities of life which are human 
activities, Personality. 


The shadows of evening fall thick and deep. 
Open your window to the West, and be lost in the 
sky of love. Kabir’s Poems. 
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SEPTEMBER 30 


Here rolls the sea, and even here lies the other shore 
waiting to be reached—yes, here is this everlasting present, 


not distant, not anywhere else. adbana. 
The life breath of thy music runs from sky to sky. 
Gitanjali. 


You had sweet shyness in your eyelids, like a dewdrop 
on the tip of a flower-petal. Sacrifice. 
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AUTUMN 


THE evening beckons, and I would fain follow the travellers 
who sailed in the last ferry of the ebb-tide to cross the dark. 


Some were for home, some for the farther shore, yet all 
have ventured to sail. 


But I sit alone at the landing, having left my home and 
missed the boat: summer is gone and my winter’s harvest 
1s lost. 


I wait for that love which gathers failures to sow them in 


tears on the dark, that they may bear fruit when day rises 
anew. Faugstive. 
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE 
(From a photograph by K. Miyauchi, Tokyo ) 


OCTOBER 


Accept me, my Lord, accept me for this while. 

Let those orphaned days which passed without thee be 
forgotten. 

Only spread this little moment wide across thy lap, 
holding it under thy light. 

I have wandered in pursuit of voices that drew me yet 
led me nowhere. 

Now let me sit in peace and listen to thy words in the 
soul of thy silence. Crossing. 


OcTOBER I 


OcroBER 2 


OCTOBER 1 


The joy which is without form must create, must trans- 
late itself into form, Sadhana, 


Life of my life, I shall ever try to 7 my body pure, 
knowing that thy living touch is upon all my limbs, 

Gitanjalt 

Let me think that there is one among those stars that 

guides my life through the dark unknown, — Séray Birds, 


OCTOBER 2 


By the very act of possession, we know that we are 
greater than the things we possess, Sadbana, 


Thou hast made my heart captive in the endless meshes 
of thy music, my Master | Gitanjal, 


Woman, with the grace of your fingers you touched 
my things, and order came out like music,  Séray Birds 


OCTOBER 3 


OcTOBER 4 


OcTOBER 5 
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OCTOBER 3 


In all our deeper love, getting and non-getting run ever 
parallel. Sadhana, 


The holy stream of thy music breaks through all stony 
obstacles and rushes on. Gitanjalt, 


You have won my heart, and my heart is ready to offer 
you its best treasure. Sacrifice. 


OcTOBER 4 


Man must realise the wholeness of his existence, his 
place in the infinite. ‘ Sadhana. 


I shall ever try to keep all untruths out from my 
thoughts, knowing that thou art that truth which has 


kindled the light of reason in my mind. Gitanali. 
The dust of the dead words clings to thee. 
Wash thy soul with silence. Stray Birds. 
OcToBER 5 


Love is the one living truth that makes all realities true. 
Sadhana. 


My thoughts shimmer with these shimmering leaves, 
and my heart sings with the touch of this sunlight; my 
life is glad to be floating with all things into the blue of 
space, into the dark of time. Stray Birds. 


I shall ever try to drive all evils away from my heart 
and keep my love in flower, knowing that thou hast thy 
seat in the inmost shrine of my heart. Gitanjalt. 


er eee eye “ewe ew we oe ae ee 


~~ we Oe 


ee al 


eg gy gage we se - 


4 


OcrTroBER G 


—-~ ee ay, 


OCTOBER 7 


OcrTroBER 8 


OcrosER 6 


Man’s history is the history of his journey to the un- 
known in quest of the realisation of his immortal self, his 
soul, Sadbana. 


When grace is lost from life, come with a burst of 
song. Gitanjah, 


When we rejoice in our fullness, then we can part with 
our fruits with joy. Stray Birds. 


OcroBER 7 


The night is dark, and your slumber is deep in the 
hush of my being. Wake, O pain of love, for I know not 
how to open the door. Fruit-Gathering. 


It shall be my endeavour to reveal thee in my actions, 
knowing it is thy power gives me strength to act. 


Gitanjalt. 

Will has its supreme response, not in the world of law, 

but in the world of freedom. Personality. 
OcrosER 8 


I felt I saw your face, and I launched my boat in the 
dark, Crossing. 


Pluck this little flower, and take it, delay not ! 
I fear lest it droop and drop into the dust. 

Gitanjali. 
Love! when you come with the burning lamp of pain 


in your hand, I can see your face and know you as bliss. 
Stray Birds. 
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OcTOBER 9 


Honour the flower with a touch of pain from thy hand 
and pluck it. Gitanjali, 


: Thoughts pass in my mind like flocks of ducks in the 
s 


I hear the voice of their wings. Stray Birds. 

Comrade of the road, here are my traveller’s greetings 

to thee. Crossing. 
OcroBER 10 


Man has to discover that accumulation is not realisation. 
It is the inner light that reveals him, not outer things. 
Sadbana. 


Let me make my life simple and straight, like a flute of 
reed for thee to fill with music. Gitanjali. 


The world has kissed my soul with its pain, asking for 
its return in songs. Stray Birds. 


OcTOBER II 


It is the self of man which the great King of the uni- 
verse has not shadowed with his throne—he has left it 
free, Sadbana. 


Accept only what is offered by sacred love. Gitanjalt. 


I have dipped the vessel of my heart into this silent 
hour ; it has tiled with love. Stray Birds. 
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OcroBER 12 


OcTOBER 13 


OcToOBER 14 
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OcTOBER 12 


My heart can never find its way to where thou keepest 
company with the companionless among the poorest, the 


lowliest and the lost. Gitanjali, 
The clouds fill the watercups of the river, hiding them- 
selves in the distant hills, Stray Birds. 
Put out the lamps, my heart, the lamps of the lonely 
night. 

The call comes to open your doors, for the morning 
light is abroad. Crossing, 
OcTozER 13 

Is your heart lost to the Lover calling you across his 
immeasurable loneliness ? Fugitive, 


Wake, Love, wake! brim my empty cup, and with a 
breath of song ruffle the night. ruit-Gathering. 


God is the joy which reveals itself in forms. 
It is his will which creates. Personality. 


OcTOBER 14 


Man’s freedom is never in being saved troubles, but 
it is the freedom to take trouble for his own good. 
hana, 


Our master himself has joyfully taken upon him the 
bonds of creation; he is’bound with us all for ever. 
Gitanjali, 
I spill water from my water jar as I walk on my way. 
Very little remains for my home. Stray Birds. 
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OCTOBER 15 


The universal is ever seeking its consummation in the 
unique. Sadbana. 


The traveller has to knock at every alien door to come 
to his own, and one has to wander through all the outer 
worlds to reach the innermost shrine at the end. 

Gitanjali, 

Your smile was the flowers of your own fields, your 
talk was the rustle of your own mountain pines, but 
your heart was the woman that we all know. 

Stray Birds. 


OcToBER 16 
It is our joy of the infinite in us that gives us our joy 
in ourselves. Sadbana. 
I live in the hope of meeting with him. Gitanjali. 


The sunshine greets me with a smile. 
The rain, his sad sister, talks to my heart. Stray Birds. 


OCTOBER 17 


Day by day thou art making me worthy of thy full 
acceptance by refusing me ever and anon. Gitanjali. 


My flower of the day dropped its petals forgotten. 
In the evening it ripens into a golden fruit of maa 
Stray Birds. 


There is a secret joy in the bosom of the night. 
Let me fill my heart with it and carry it through the 
day. Crossing. 
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OcroseR 18 
J am like the road in the night listening to the foot- 
falls of its memories in silence. Stray Birds. 


From the heart of the fathomless blue comes one 
golden call and across the dusk of tears I try to gaze at 
thy face. Tossing. 


Only the radiance of Truth shines in my Lord’s Durbar. 
Kabir’s Poems. 
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OcTOBER 19 


{ If thou showest me not thy face, if thou leavest me 
wholly aside, I know not how I am to pass these long, 
rainy hours. Gitanial, 


The evening sky to me is like a window, and a lighted 
lamp, and a waiting behind it. Stray Birds. 


Thy word has rent night’s veils, the buds of the morn- 
_ ing are opened. Crossing. 
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OCTOBER 20 


Make me thy poet, O Night ! 
Thete are some who have sat speechless for ages in 
thy shadow; let me utter their songs.  Fraét-Gathering. 


a a ae 7 


I keep gazing on the far-away gloom of the sky, and 
my heart wanders wailing with the restless wind. 
Gitanjali. 
He who is too busy doing good finds no time to be 
good. Stray Birds. 
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OCTOBER 21 


I will meet one day the Life within me, the joy that 
hides in my life. Fruit-Gathering. 
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The morning will surely come, the darkness will vanish, 
and thy voice pour down in golden streams breaking 
through the sky. Gitanjalt. 


f 
I am the autumn cloud, empty of rain. 

{ See my fullness in the field of ripened rice. 

Stray Birds. 
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OCTOBER 22 


The poet’s mind floats and dances on the waves of life 
amidst the voices of wind and water. Fruit-Gathering. 


Thy words will take wing in songs from every one of 
my birds’ nests, and thy melodies will break forth in 
flowers in all my forest groves. Gitanjali. 


Those who pursue the knowledge of the finite for its 
own sake cannot find truth. Personality. 
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OCTOBER 23 


The bird of the morning sings. 

Whence has he word of the morning before the morning 
breaks, and when the dragon Night still holds the sky in 
its cold black coils ? Frast-Gathering. 


That vague sweetness made my heart ache with longing, 
and it seemed to me that it was the eager breath of the 
summer seeking for its completion. Gitanjali. 


Our soul is nourished only through the good, which 
" is the recognition of its inner kinship. Sadhana. 
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} Tell me, bird of the ea how, through the two- 
‘ fold night of the sky and the leaves, he found his way 
' into your dream, the messenger out of the East ? 
Fruit-Gathering. 
4 

i 

{ 

{ 

{ 

¢ 

{ 


oN ee 8 ee rn Op 


Do you not feel a thrill passing through the air with 
the notes of the far-away song floating from the other 
shore. Gitanjali. 


The infinite and finite are one, as the song and the 
singing are one. ersonality. 
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OcTOBER 25 


we es 


Bare your forehead, waiting for the first blessing of 
light, and sing with the bird of the ce glad faith. 
ruit-Gathering. 
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Thou art the solitary wayfarer in this deserted street. 
Oh, my only friend, the gates are open in my house— 


. do not pass by like a dream. Gitanjali. 
Let me not put myself wrongly to my world and set 
, it against me. Stray Birds. } 
| | 
{ OcrosER 26 
Master, give me the least fraction of the wealth that ; 
, _ disdains all the wealth of the world. Frait-Gathering. } 
Art thou abroad on this stormy night on thy journey + 
of love, my friend ? itanjal. 
Darkness travels towards the light. Stray Birds, ' 
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By what dim shore of the ink-black river art thou 
treading thy course to come to me, my friend ? 
Gitanjalt. 
Let my doing nothing, when I have nothing to do, 
become untroubled in its depth of peace, like the evening 


% 
, OcroseR 27 
| 
{ 
4 
{ on the seashore when the water is silent. Stray Birds. 
{ 


een Se ewe ow OO ae 


O my heart, how could you turn from the smile of your 
Lord, and wander so far from him ? Kabir’s Poems. 


OcToBER 28 
The Unknown is the perpetual freedom. 
Fruit-Gathering. 


It is thou who drawest the veil of night upon the 
tired eyes of the day to renew its sight in a fresher gladness 
of awakening. itanjali. 


My sad thoughts tease me asking me their own names. 
Stray Birds. 
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OcTosBER 29 


_ 


Open the inner door of the shrine, light the candle, 
and let us meet there in silence before our God. 
Fruit-Gathering. 


He came when the night was still; he had his harp 
in his hands, and my dreams became resonant with its 
melodies. Gitanjali. 


I shall die again and again to know that life is in- 
exhaustible. Stray Birds. 
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OcTOBER 30 


I started up from my dream and felt a sweet trace of a 
strange fragrance in the south wind. Gitanjali. 


The waning night lingers at my doors, let her take her 
leave in songs. Fruit-Gathering. 


When I stand before thee at the day’s end, thou shalt 
see my scars and know that I had my wounds and also 
my healing. Stray Birds. 


OcTOBER 31 


Pour your heart into my life strings, my Master, in 
tunes that descend from your stars. Fruit-Gathering. 


I will keep still and wait like the night with starry vigil 
and its head bent low with patience. Gitanjali. 


Some day I shall sing to thee in the sunrise of some 
other world, ‘I have seen thee before in the ri of the 
earth, in the love of man’. tray Birds. 
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My heart, the bird of the wilderness, has found its sky in 
your eyes, 


They are the cradle of the morning, they are the king- 
dom of the stars. 


My songs ate lost in their depths. 
Let me but soar in that sky, in its lonely immensity. 


Let me but cleave its clouds and spread wings in its 
sunshine. ardener. 
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NovEMBER 1 
4 ; ‘ . ’ 
Before I go, may I linger over my last refrain, completing 
‘ its music, may the lamp be lit to see your face, and the } 
y wreath woven to crown you. Frait-Gathering. ) 
The storm of the last night has crowned this morning } 
with golden peace. Stray Birds. ' 
; _ The reality of the eternal is there, where it contains all } 
’ times within itself. Personality, ' 
A 
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NOVEMBER 2 } 
i What music is that in whose measure the world is 
: rocked ? Frait-Gathering. } 
By all means they try to hold me secure who love mein 
this world. But it is otherwise with thy love, which is greater 
than theirs, and thou keepest me free. Gitanjali. 
Clouds come floating into my life from other days no 
longer to shed rain or usher storm, but to give colour to 
my sunset sky. Stray Birds. 
BS OSS SOSH HES SES SES SSS SSS FS OPS SOS SSS SOOO EGER 


21 A 


oY 


NOVEMBER 3 } 
b 
{ 
b 
| 
NOVEMBER 4 
{ 4 
¢ ’ 
{ , 
¢ b 
{ NovEMBER 5 ‘ 
} ~~ I 
, 
4 
4 
} 
! ! 
BPP One ty ee ete eee 


es 2°44 


NOVEMBER 3 


Let only that little be left of my will whereby I may feel 
thee on every side, and come to thee in everything, and 
offer to thee my love every moment. Gitanjali. 


Truth seems to come with its final word; and the final 
word gives birth to its next. Stray Birds. 


Within this earthen vessel the Eternal soundeth, and 
the spring wells up. Kabir’s Poems. 
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NOVEMBER 4 


I have kissed this world with my eyes and my limbs ; 
I have wrapt it within my heart in numberless folds; I 
have flooded its days and nights with thoughts till the 
world and my life have grown one. 
Fruit-Gathering. 
Let only that little of my fetters be left whereby I am 
bound with thy will, and thy purpose is carried out in > 
my life—and that is the fetter of thy love. Gitanjali. 


I wait for that love which gathers failures to sow them 
in tears. Fugitive. 


NOVEMBER 5 


I love my life because I love the light of the sky so 
enwoven with me. Fruit-Gathering. 


Give me the strength lightly to bear my joys and 
SOrrows. Gitanali. 


I have met thee, where the light startles the darkness 
into dawn. Crossing. 
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NOVEMBER 6 


Thy will knows no end in me: where the old tracks 
ate lost, new country is revealed with its wonders. 

Gitanjalt. 

There are tracts in my life that are bare and silent. 

They are the open spaces where my busy days had their 

light and air. Stray Birds. 


Someone has secretly left in my heart a flower of love. 
Crossing. 


NOVEMBER 7 


Your fleeting steps kiss the dust of this world into 
sweetness, sweeping aside all waste. Fugitive. 


That I want thee, only thee—let my heart repeat without 
end. Gitanjali. 


In my heart is my Lord, one with me. 
Frait-Gathering. 


NovEMBER 8 


My thoughts are quickened by this rhythm of unseen 
feet round which the anklets of light are shaken. 

Fugitive. 

As the night keeps hidden in its gloom the petition 

for light, even thus in the depth of my unconsciousness 

rings the cry—I want thee. Gitanjals, 


In her, the Eternal One breaks in two in a joy that no 
longer may contain itself, and overflows in the pain of 
love. Fruit-Gathering. 
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NOVEMBER 9 


J hear the thundering flood tumbling my life from world 
to world and form to form, scattering my being in an end- 
less spray of gifts, in sorrowings and songs. Fugitive. 


When tumultuous work raises its din on all sides, shut- 
ting me out from beyond, come to me, my lord of silence, 
with thy peace and rest. Gitanjal. 


You came for a moment to my side, and touched me 
with the great mystery of the woman that there is in the 
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heart of creation. Fruit-Gathering. 
NOVEMBER 10 

The tide runs high, the wind blows, the boat dances 

like thine own desire, my heart | Fugitive. 


When my beggarly heart sits crouched, shut up in a 
cornet, break open the door, my king, and come with the 
ceremony of a king. Gitanjali. 


Yours is the heaven that lies in the common dust, and 
you ate there for me, you are there for all. 


Fruit-Gathering. 
NOVEMBER II 
Leave the hoard on the shore, and sail over the un- 4 
fathomed dark towards limitless light. Fugitive. } 


Let the cloud of grace bend low from above like the 
tearful look of the mother on the day of the father’s wrath. 


et 
Gitanjali. + 
Light’s greeting spreads from the East to the West. 
Crossing. 
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NOVEMBER 12 


I shall follow wind and cloud; I shall follow the stars 
to where day breaks behind the hills ; I shall follow lovers 
who, as they walk, twine their days into a wreath on a 
single thread of song, ‘I love’. Fugitive. 


I sit on the grass and gaze upon the sky, and dream of 
the sudden splendour of Thy coming. Gitanjali. 


The spring breeze has overheard your desire, the day 
will not end before you have fulfilled your being. 
Fruit-Gathering. 
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NOVEMBER 13 


The trees hang vaguely over the bank, and the land ap- 
pears as though it already belonged to the past. Fugitive. 


_ frre 


Entering my heart unbidden, even as one of the common 
crowd, unknown to me, my king, thou didst press the signet 
of eternity upon many a fleeting moment of my life. 

Gitanjali, 

Your bonds will burst, the bud will open into flower, 


and when you die in the fullness of life,eventhenthespring ' 
will live on. Fruit-Gathering. 


NOVEMBER 14 


O that I were stored with a secret, like unshed rain in 
summer clouds—a secret, folded up in silence, that I could 
wander away with. Fugitive. 


Thou didst not turn in contempt from my childish 
play among dust, and the ps that I heard in my play- 
room are the same that are echoing from star to star. 

Gitanjali., 

Let us live. Let us have the true joy of life, which is 


the joy of the poet in pouring himself out in his poems. 
Personality. 
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NOVEMBER 15 


lap under trees that doze in the sun. Fugitive. 


| 
From dawn till dusk I sit here before my door, and I 
know that of a sudden the happy moment will arrive when 3 
I shall see. Gitanyali, 7 
y 
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Send me the love which is cool and pute like your 
rain that blesses the thirsty earth and fills the homely 
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| O that I had someone to whisper to, where slow waters 
4 
{ 
( 
i earthen jars. Fruit-Gathering. 


NOVEMBER 16 


The hush this evening seems to expect a footfall, and 
you ask me for the cause of my tears. Fugitive. 


This is my delight, thus to wait and watch at the 
wayside where shadow chases light and the rain comes in 


the wake of the summer. Gitanjali. 

The waves of my tunes wash your feet, but I know 

not how to reach them. Fruit-Gathering. 
NOVEMBER 17 


wv 


Many a song have I sung in many a mood of mind, 
but all their notes have always proclaimed, ‘ He comes, 
‘ comes, ever comes ’. Gitanjali, 


; Send me the love that would soak down into the 
centre of being, and from there would spread like the 
+ unseen sap through the branching tree of life, giving 

birth to fruits and flowers. Fruit-Gathering. 


Behold, what wonderful rest is in the Supreme Spirit, 
And he enjoys it who makes himself meet for it. 
Kabir’s Poems. 
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NOvEMBER 18 


Long have you watched over the store gathered by 
weary years. Let it be gir or with nothing remaining 
but the desolate triumph of losing all. Fugitive. 


It is the golden touch of his feet that makes my joy 
to shine. Gitanjalt. 


This life of ours has been filled with the gifts of the 
Divine Giver. Personality. 


NOVEMBER 19 


I know not why to-day my life is all astir, and a feeling 
of tremulous joy is passing through my heart. 
Gitanyalt. 


You sang to me in the ecstasies of my life and I forgot 
to sing to you. Fruit-Gathering. 


Held by the cords of love, the swing of the Ocean of 
Joy sways to and fro: 
And a mighty sound breaks forth in song. 
Kabir’s Poems. 


NOVEMBER 20 


Let him appear before my sight as the first of all lights 
and all forms; the first thrill of joy to my awakened soul 
let it come from his glance. And let my return to myself 
be immediate return to him. Gitanyali, 


You were the inmost joy in the play of my youth, and 
when I was too busy with the play the joy was passed by. 
Frait-Gathering. 


The whole world does its works and commits its errors : 
But few ate the lovers who know the Beloved. 
Kabir’s Poems. 
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NOVEMBER 21 
From the heart of the fathomless blue comes one golden 
Crossing. 


The morning sea of silence broke into ripples of bird 
songs; and the flowers were all merry by the roadside ; 
and the wealth of gold was scattered through the rift of 
the clouds. Gitanjali. 

Are those your songs that are echoing in the dark 
caves of my being ? ruit-Gathering. 


NOVEMBER 22 
What gifts have you brought in both hands to fling 
before me in the dust ? Fugitive. 


One plaintive little strain mingled with the great music 
of the world, and with a flower for a prize you came down. 


Gitanjali, 
You love to discover that I love this world where you 
have brought me. Fruit-Gathering. 


NOVEMBER 23 


From now there shall be no fear left for me in this 
world, and thou shalt be victorious in all my strife. 

Gitanjali. 

I sat alone in a corner of my house thinking it too 

narrow for any guest, but now when its door ts flung 

open by an unbidden joy I find there is room for thee 


and for all the world. Fruit-Gathering. 
My love for her is my life flowing in its fullness, like 
a river in autumn flood. Lover’s Gift. 
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Who can imagine that aching overflow of splendour 


| NovEMBER 24 
; 

which created you ! Fugitive, 

{Thou hast taken me as thy partner of all this wealth. 

} 

‘ 

{ 

{ 
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In my heart is the endless play of thy delight. In my 
life thy will is ever taking shape. Gitanjalt. 


Day after day you buy your sunrise from my heart, 
and you find your love carven into the image of my life. 
ruit-Gathering. 


NOVEMBER 25 


Be content if the music is true, though the words are 
not to be believed. Fugitive. 


Thou who art the King of kings hast decked thyself 
in beauty to captivate my heart. Gitanjalt. 


athe ae 


To the birds you gave songs, the birds gave you songs 
in return. ruit-Gathering. 
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NOVEMBER 26 


Life is perpetual creation: it has truth when it out- 
grows itself in the infinite. Personality. 


Thy love loses itself in the love of thy lover, and there 
att thou seen in the perfect union of two. Gitanali. 


My love, I will keep you hidden in my eyes. 
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Fugitive. 
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NOVEMBER 27 


For me the sun of fulfilment has risen, and the stars 
have faded in its light. I have mastered the knowledge 
which gives life. Fugitive. 

The light strikes, my darling, the chords of my love; 
the sky opens, the wind runs wild, laughter passes over 
the earth. Gitanjali. 
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You made your winds light, and they are fleet in your ° 
service. You burdened my hands that I myself may 
lighten them. Fruit-Gathering, 


Pad 


NOVEMBER 28 


Let me hold my head high in the a and pride of 
being your servant. ruit-Gathering. 


oe Oe yore 


Proudly step into my orchard, my queen, sit there in 
the shade, pluck the ripe fruits from their stems. 


Lover's Gift. 
When I go from hence let this be my passing word, 
that what I have seen is unsurpassable. itanjali. 
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NOVEMBER 29 


Thy face is bent from above, thine eyes look down on 
my eyes, and my heart has touched thy feet. Gitanjali, 


You created your Earth filling its shadows with frag- 
ments of light. 

There you paused; you left me empty-handed in the 
dust to create your heaven. Frait-Gathering. 


The building of man’s true world,—the living world 
of truth and beauty—is the function of Art. Personality. 
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NOVEMBER 30 
Friend, you cannot now escape, for your secret is mine. 


| Fugitive. 
Pearl fishers dive for pearls, merchants sail in their 
ships, while children gather pebbles and scatter them again. 
Gitanjali, 
a I came and your heart heaved; pain came to you and 
oy. 
You touched me and tingled into love. 
. Fruit-Gathering. 
{ 


{ 
4 


~~ a OP we ee ee ee ee 


DECEMBER 
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WE came hither together, friend, and now at the cross- 
roads I stop to bid you farewell. 


Your path is wide and straight before you, but my call 
comes up by ways from the ie a 


I shall follow wind and cloud: I shall follow the stars 
to where day breaks behind the hills: I shall follow lovers 
who, as they walk, twine their days into a wreath ona single 
thread of song, ‘I love’. Fugitive. 
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DECEMBER 2 
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DECEMBER 1 


Day after day, in raising your head, in a panes in the 
motion of your hands, your love spoke as the sea speaks 
through its waves, Fugitive 


The sea ry with children, and pale gleams the smile 
of the sea beach, Gitamals 


Your world is a branching spray of light filling your 
hands, but your heaven is in my secret heart; it slowly 
opens its buds in shy love, Fruit-Gathering. 


DECEMBER 2 


Ona sudden my voice would send your heart quivering 
through your limbs—have I never witnessed it ? 

Fypitive, 

The sleep that flits on baby’s eyes—does anybody know 

from where it comes f Gitanali 


Keep me at your door ever attending to your wishes, 
and let me go about in your Kingdom — your call, 
rvit-Gatering. 
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DECEMBER 3 


What made you sit by me on the grass and sing songs 
you brought hither from the assembly of the stars, while 
darkness stooped over the river bank as love droops over 
its own sad silence ? ugitive. 


There is a rumour that a young pale beam of a crescent 
moon touched the edge of a vanishing autumn cloud— 
and there was born the smile that flickers on baby’s lips 
when he sleeps. Gitanjali. 


When Man bursts his mortal bounds, is not the bound- 
less revealed that moment ? Fruit-Gathering. 


DECEMBER 4 
You have been in my heart ever since I was a child. 
Fugitive. 
Put out your hand through the night, let me hold it 


and fill it and keep it: let me feel its touch along the 
lengthening stretch of my loneliness. Fruit-Gathering. 


What is it in man that asserts its immortality in spite of 
the fact of death ? Personality, 


DECEMBER 5 


The relation of understanding is partial, but the relation 
of love is complete. Sadbana, 


When I sing to make you dance, my child, I truly know 
why there is music in leaves, and why waves send their 
chorus of voices to the heart of the listening earth—when 
I sing to make you dance. Gitanjalt. 


When you have finished with others, that is my time. 
I come to ask what remains for your last servant to do. 
Gardener. 
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DECEMBER 6 
We must not slay our souls. We must not forget that 
life is here to express the eternal in us. Personality, 


I watch if young straying hearts meet together, and two 
pairs of eager eyes beg for music to break their silence and 


speak for them. Gardener. 

The whole earth and infinite space are for the child, 

for the New Life. Fugitive, 
DECEMBER 7 


Thou hast made me known to friends whom I knew 
not. Thou hast given me seats in homes not my own. 
Gitanjali, 
Our freedom as a creator finds its highest joy in contri- 
buting its own voice to the concert of the world-music. 
Personality, 


I know well the rhythm of your steps, they are beating 
in my heart. Gardener. 


DECEMBER 8 
The old abides in the new, and there also thou abidest. 
Gitanali. 


A child running laughing from its mother’s arms into 
the open light. 
‘Was it only for this that they said it was the day of 


the ae ‘ 
* Yes, this was why they said there was music in the 
air and light in the sky.’ Fugitive. 


One day with fresh wonder you came into my life that 
was fluttered with its first love. Lover’s Gift. 
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DECEMBER 9 


Wherever thou leadest me it is thou who ever linkest 
my heart with bonds of joy to the unfamiliar. 

Gitanjalt, 

I feel my body vanishing into the dust whereon my 

beloved walks. Fugitive. 


When I sit and listen for his footsteps, leaves do not 
rustle on the trees, and the water is still in the river. It is 
my own heart that beats wildly—I do not know how to 
quiet it. Gardener. 


a | 


DECEMBER 10 


When one knows Thee, then alien there is none, then 
no door is shut. Gitanjali. 


My heart melts in the light and merges in the mirror 
whereby he views his face. Fugitive. 


I stand aside in the shade under the tree with my head 
bent in the calm of the dawn by the lonely road to the 
temple. Lover’s Gift. 
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DECEMBER II 


| I have come to dedicate my lamp to the sky. 

Gitanjali. 
My love, I will keep you hidden in my eyes; I will 
{ thread your image like a gem on my joy and hang it on 
, my bosom. ugitive. 
{ 

{ darkens, the wind blows out the lamp, and the clouds 
draw veils over the stars. It is the jewel at my own breast 
| 

« 


that shines and gives light. I do not know how to hide it. 


} 
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When my love comes and sits by my side, the night : 
t 

Gardener. 
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DECEMBER 12 
Thy world is weaving words in my mind, and thy joy 
is adding music to them. Gitanjalt. 


Know that I am a woman, and bear with me when you 
find me wanting. For I have thought and thought and 
know for certain that all that is left for me in this world 
is your love, and if I lose you for a moment I die. 

Fugitive. 

Your thoughts will stray out of your dark eyes like 

birds from their nests. ardener. 


DECEMBER 13 


Over my thoughts and actions, my slumbers and 
dreams, she reigned, yet dwelled alone and apart. 


; Gitanjali. 
My heart knew of your coming, as the night feels the 
approach of dawn. Fugitive. 


My lake is dark like a sleep that is dreamless. 
There in its depths nights and days are one, and songs 
are silence. Gardener. 


DECEMBER 14 


There comes the evening over the lonely meadows, 
carrying cool draughts of peace in her golden pitcher 
from the western ocean of rest. Gitanjali. 


We must realise the whole world in love, for love 
gives it birth, sustains it, and takes it back to its goers 
ana. 


You break upon my thought like waves at the high 
tide, and my heart is drowned under surging songs. 
Fugitive. 
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DECEMBER 15 


It is the same life that shoots in joy through the dust 
of the earth in numberless blades of grass and breaks into 
tumultuous waves of leaves and flowers. Gstanjali. 


A thing is only completely our own when it is a thing 
of joy to us. Sadbana, 


The grass blade is worthy of the great world where 
it grows. Stray Birds. 
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DECEMBER 16 


I feel my limbs are made glorious by the touch of this 
world of life. And my pride is from the life-throb of 
ages dancing in my blood this moment. Gitanali. 


To find out the One is to possess the All ; there indeed 
is our last and highest privilege. Sadbana. 


My songs ate like bees; they follow through the air 
some fragrant trace— some TeeR of you, to hum 
around your shyness, eager for its hidden store. 

Fugitive. 


DECEMBER 17 


He it is, the innermost one, who awakens my being 
with his deep hidden touches. Gitanjah. 


Let your touch bring my overflowing heart to my , 
body’s utmost brink. Fugitive. 


This love between you and me is simple as a song. 
Gardener. 
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DECEMBER 18 


Thou ever pourest for me the fresh draught of thy 
wine of various colours and fragrance, filling this earthen 


vessel to the brim. Gitanjali., - 


You have made me great with your love though I am 
but one among the many, drifting in the common tide. 


Fugitive. 

The jasmine wreath that you wove me thrills to my 

heart like praise. Gardener. 
DECEMBER 19 


No, I will never shut the doors of my senses. The 
delights of sight and hearing and touch will bear thy 
delight. Gitanjalt. 


He is not content with giving us himself, but he gives 
us strength that we may likewise give ourselves. 


Sadhana. 
Suffering has driven man with his prayer to knock at 
the gate of the infinite. Personality. 


DECEMBER 20 


Thy gifts to us mortals fulfil all our needs and yet run 
back to thee undiminished. Gitanjali. 


Know that to-morrow’s songs are in bud to-day, and 
should they see you walk by they would strain to breaking 
their immature hearts. Fugitive. 


God’s life flowing in its outpour of self-giving has 
touched man’s life which is also abroad in its career of 
freedom. Personality. 
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DECEMBER 212 


¢ In the deepest silence of night the stars smile and 
‘ whisper among themselves—‘ Unbroken perfection is 
over all’, Gitanjali. 


+ Let my heart touch yours and kiss the pain out of 
your silence. Fugitive. 


From the unknown island of a heart came a sudden 
warm breath of spring. 

It fell upon my heart like a sigh of her body and 
whisper of her heart. Gardener. 
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DECEMBER 22 ’ 


Take this fleeting emptiness of mine, O my sun ever- 
glorious, paint it with colours, gild it with gold, float it 
on the wanton wind and spread it in varied wonders. 

Gitanjalt. 


The night has thrown up from its at this little 


hour, that love may build a new world within these shut 
doors, to be lighted by this solitary lamp. Fugitive. 

Do not keep to yourself the secret of your heart, my 
friend! Say it to me, only to me, in secret. Gardener. 


DECEMBER 23 
The Great is a born child. Stray Birds. 


God has sent woman to love the world, which is a 
world of ordinary things and events. Personality. 


You who smile so gently, softly whisper; my heart 
will hear it, not my ears. Gardener. 
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DECEMBER 24 


It is not enough that I am given to my love once and 
for ever, but out of that I must fashion new gifts every 


day. Fugitive. 
His joy is ever dedicating itself in the dedication which 
is His creation. Sadbana. 
The one cry of the personal man has been to know 
the Supreme Person. Personality. 
DECEMBER 25 
* What does the child bring to you ?’ 
* Hope for all the world and its joy.’ Fugitive. 
Here is thy footstool and there rest thy feet, where are 
the poorest and the lowliest and the lost. Gitanyals. 
God is giving himself in love to all. Personality. 
DECEMBER 26 
When I bring my sorrow to thee as my offering, thou 
rewardest me with thy grace. Gitanjali. 


I was speaking to you, my love, with mind barely 
conscious of my voice—tell me, had it any meaning ? Did 
it bring you any message from beyond life’s borders ? 

Fugitive. 

Speak to me, my love! Tell me in words what you 


sang. 
Fhe night is dark. The stars are lost in clouds. The 
wind is sighing through the leaves, Gardener. 
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DECEMBER 27 


I have wandered in pursuit of voices that drew me, yet 
led me nowhere. 

Now let me sit and listen to thy words in the soul of 
my silence. Crossing. 


When we two first met, my heart rang out in music, 
‘She, who is eternally afar, is beside you for ever’. 

Fugitive. 

You are the evening cloud floating in the sky of my 

dreams. Gardener. 


DECEMBER 28 


I stand under the golden canopy of thine evening sky 
and I lift my eager eyes to thy face. Gitanjalt. 


Wake up, my song, from thy languor, rend this screen 
of the familiar, and fly to my beloved there, in the endless 
surprise of our first meeting | Fugitive. 


I have caught you, and wrapt you, my love, in the net 
of my music. Gardener. 


DECEMBER 29 


Make me thy cup, and let my fullness be for thee and 
thine. Stray Birds. 


Your desires come from the hive of the past to haunt 
my heart, and I sit still to listen to theit wings. Fugitive. 


Oh, my only friend, my best beloved, the gates are all 
open in my house—do not pass by like a dream. 
Gitanjali. 
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DECEMBER 30 
I have come to the brink of eternity from which nothing 
can vanish. Gitanjalt. 
I speak truth ; for I have accepted truth in life, and have 
swept all tinsels away. Kabir’s Poems. 


The Great Master plays: the breath is his own, but 
the instrument is our mind, through which he brings out 
his songs of creation. Personality. 
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DECEMBER 31 


When there was light in my world you stood outside 
my eyes. Now that there is none, you come into my heart. 
Cycle of Spring. 

- Someone has stolen my heart and scattered it abroad 
in the sky. Crossing. 


The spring days come again time after time; the full 
moon takes leave and comes on another visit; the flowers 
come again and blush upon their branches year after year ; 
and it is likely that I ste my leave only to come to you 
again. Gardener. 
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SALUTATION 


IN one salutation to thee, my God, let all my senses spread 
out and touch this world at thy feet. 

Like a rain cloud of July hung low with its burden of 
unshed showers let all my mind bend down at thy door in 
one salutation to thee. 

Let all my songs gather together their diverse strains 
into a single current and flow to a sea of silence in one 
salutation to thee. 


Like a flock of home-sick cranes flying night and day 
back to their mountain nests let all my life take its voyage 
to its eternal home in one salutation to thee. 

Gitanjals. 
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FAREWELL 


Peace, my heart, let the time for the parting be sweet. 
Let 1t not be a death but completeness. 
Let love melt into memory and pain into songs. 
Let the flight in the sky end in the folding up of the ' 
wings over the nest. | 
Let the last touch of your hands be gentle like the flower { 
of the night. 
] 
} 


Stand still, O Beautiful End, for a moment, and say 
your last words in silence. 


I bow to you and hold up my lamp to light you on your 
way. Gardener. 
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BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


GITANJALE (Song Offerings.) ‘Translated by the 
Author. With an Introduction by W. B. Yeats, and a 
Portrait by W. Rornenstemn. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. Caravan 
Library. Feap. 8vq. Cloth, 3s; 6d. net. Leather, 5s, net. 


ATHENAUM,.— Mrz. Tagore’s translations are of trance-like beauty... . 
The expanding sentiment of some of the poems wins, even through the alien 
medium of our English prose, a rhythm which in its strength and melody might 
recall familiar passages in the Psalms or Solomon’s Song.” 


FRUIT-GATHERING. A Sequel to “ Gitanjali.” 


Crown 8vo. §s. net. 


ATHENUM.—* The eighty-six pieces that fill this volume ate pure jets 
of lyric feeling, aphorisms expressed in moving symbols, or fully developed 
parables and allegories . . . several are as perfect in form as they are beautiful 
and poignant in content.” 


GITANJALI AND FRUIT-GATHERING. With Illus- 


trations in colour and half-tone by NANDALAL Bosz, SuREN- 
DRANATH Kar, ABANINDRANATH TAGORE, atid NoBINDRANATH 
TAGORE. Crown 8vo. Ios. net. 


THE GARDENER. Lyrics of Love and Life. Trans- 
lated by the Author. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. 55. net. 


DAILY MAIL,—“ Flowers as fresh as sunrise. . . . One cannot tell what 
they have lost in the translation, but as they stand they are of extreme beauty. 
. . . They até simple, exalted, fragrant—episodes and incidents of every day 
transposed to faery.” 


THE CRESCENT MOON. Child-Poems. Translated 
by the Author. With 8 Illustrations in Colour. Pott 4to. 
58. net. 


NATION.—“ A vision of childhood which is only paralleled in our litera- 
tute by the work of William Blake.” 


LONDON: MACMILLAN AND CO., Lp. 
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BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE 
STRAY BIRDS. Poems. With a Frontispiece by 


Witty Pocdny. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. net. 
SCOTSMAN.—* The richness of this volume in thought and in imagery, 
in tracing analogies and in discovering apologues, is such as to yield pleasure 
and profit to the most fertile and cul minds,” 


LOVER’S GIFT AND CROSSING. Poems. Crown 


8vo. 45S. net. 


ATHENUM.—“ The poems often touch extreme heights of passion and 
sublimity, and the diction has a beauty and a music that few have attained in 
this particular medium.” 


THE FUGITIVE. Poems. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 


SUNDAY TIMES.—“ In ‘ The Fugitive’ the lovers of Tagote will not be 
disappointed. He has all his powers still undimmed. Indeed, the poet never, 
in our judgment, has surpassed this work,” 


FIREFLIES. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 
CHITRA. A Play. Translated by the Author. 


Crown 8vo. 38. 6d. net. 
OBSERVER.—*“ An allegory of love’s meaning, clear as a pool in the sun- 
shine, . . . This little work of beauty.” 


THE KING OF THE DARK CHAMBER. A Play. 


Translated by KsxrrisH CHANDRA SEN. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 


PALL MALL GAZETTE.—“ ag sar the play is a beautiful piece of 
fanciful writing with a veiled purpose at the back of it.” 


THE POST OFFICE. A Play. Translated by 


DrvABRATA MuKERJEA. Crown 8vo. 38. 6d. net. 


MANCHESTER GUARDIAN.—“‘ The Post Office’ is a delicate, wistful 
thing, coloured with beautiful imagery; for a moment it lifts a corner of the 
veil of worldly existence.” 


LONDON: MACMILLAN AND CO., Lrp. 
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BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


THE CYCLE OF SPRING. A Play. Crown 8vo. 
4s. 6d. net. 
M#INCHESTER GUARDIAN.—“ The whole little drama is a spring-gift 
such as England has seldom received.” 
SACRIFICE and other Plays. Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 
SCOTSMAN.—“ All the pieces have a tare beauty of their own.” 


RED OLEANDERS. A Drama. Crown 8vo. 53s. 
net. 

THE OBSERVER.—“ A play with lovely things in it, this, and some great 
moments,” 


THE HOME AND THE WORLD. A Novel. 


Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. net. 


SATURDAY REVIEWV.—“In these ely of indiscriminating praise, it is 
hard for a reviewer to find words with which to welcome properly a book so 


THE WRECK. A Novel. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. net. 
MORNING POST.—“ The story cannot fail to interest and delight.” 


GORA. ANovel. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. net. 
JOHN 0’ LONDON’S WEEKLY.—The author has created characters 
who seem too real to live between the covers of a book.” 
MASHI and other Stories. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. net. 
OXFORD MAGAZINE,—“ Full of pregnant pictures of Indian life and 
character, subdued but vivid in tone.” 


HUNGRY STONES and other Stories. Crown 8vo. 
4s. 6d. net. 

DAILY TELEGRAPH.—* Contains descriptive passages of rate vigout 
and beauty, and it is embellished with imagery of a delicate and distinctive 
character.’ 

BROKEN TIES and other Stories. Crown 8vo. 
4s. 6d, net. 

THE BIRMINGHAM POST.—“ Tagore’s writing is really fine work, and 
this volume is an excellent specimen.” 

LONDON: MACMILLAN AND CO., Lr. 
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BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE 
SADHANA: The Realisation of Life. Lectures. 


Extra Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 


NATIONALISM. Extra Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 
PERSONALITY. Lectures delivered in America. 


Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 


CREATIVE UNITY. Extra Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 
MY REMINISCENCES. | Illustrated. Extra Crown 


8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 


GLIMPSES OF BENGAL. Selected from the Letters 


of Rabindranath Tagore, 1885 to 1895. Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 


ONE HUNDRED POEMS OF KABIR. Translated 
by RABINDRANATH TAGorE, assisted by EvetyNn UNDERHILL. 
Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE. A Biographical Study. 


By Ernest Ruys. Illustrated. Extra Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. net. 


SIX PORTRAITS OF RABINDRANATH TAGORE. 
By W. RorHenstern. Reproduced in Collotype. With 
Prefatory Note by Max Brersonm. Imperial 4to. tos. net. 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MAHARSHI 
DEVENDRANATH TAGORE (Father of RapinpRANATH 
TaGorz). Translated by SaTYENDRANATH TAGORE and INDIRA 
Devi. With Introduction by EvetyN UNDERHILL, and Portrait. 
Extra Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 


THE PHILOSOPHY OF RABINDRANATH 
TAGORE, By Prof. S. RADHAKRISHNAN. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net. 


LONDON: MACMILLAN AND CO., Lr. 
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